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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 

— R.G.A., in A Yearbook of 
Stanford Writing, 193 1 
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DEDICATED, 



BY PERMISSION, TO THE 



VENERABLE ARCHDEACON COOPER. 



Had I the skill of Herbert good and wise, 

Who inspiration drew from saintly men, 

And seemed to wield ev'n an angel pen, 

Then I might venture on the bold emprise 

Of limning thee in no fawning guise; 

Yet who, that knowns thy piety sincere, 

Thy wealth of love and thy keen judgement clear, 

Can well withhold a tribute, tho' concise ? 

Years may have fled since thou in honoured walls, 
Didst bear the palm of classic lore away, 
Yet thy culture the auspicious time recalls, 
Combined with gifts that higher worth display ; 
As in thee Hooker's fervour lives again, 
With all his breadth of view and gracious vein. 
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TO WILLIAM EWART GLADSTONE, M.P. 

As Nestor spoke with mild persuasion's power, 
And soothed the passions fierce of Greeks of old, 
And with sage words did their attention hold, 
So seem'st thou, Gladstone, born for a dark hour, 
To afford us shelter while tempests lour. 
Ne'er from the friendless poor thy aid withhold, 
On wealth fawn not, be 'gainst the lawless bold, 
Guard the dear heritage of home and bower, 
And hope may smile on a distempered world. 
Thus future eras shall thy worth proclaim ; 
Children, yet unborn, lisp with joy thy name, 
All nations' gratitude attest thy toil, 
When despotism shall from its throne be hurled, 
And freedom's banner in the breeze shall coil. 



BURNS. 

(An occurrence in a train on the North British 

Railway). 

"You knew the poet, Burns ? *' "Yes," th' old 
man said; 
"Neighbours were we in years that have long 
flown." 
And, as a three years' child I bowed my head, 
With eyes and ears for none save him alone. 

By shelving rocks the train sped on its way, 
Or thro' scenes op'ning fair upon the view ; 

Yet subtle was the spell that on me lay, 

Which, as the old man spoke, more subtle grew. 



2 BURNS. 

With phrase unstudied, yet with Nature's skill, 
He drew a picture of the Poet's home ; 

The memory of which does linger still, 
Remaining with me wheresoever I roam. 

With deep regret I bade my friend adieu 
(Who oft was greeted with the Poet's smile), 

Whose raven locks, tho' now of snowy hue, 
Felt the kind touch of him who hated guile. 

Swiftly the train moved on its northern way, 
And yet more swiftly time does win its flight ; 

While all things earthly hasten to decay, 
And days, tho' brightest, only close in night. 

Proud kingdoms perish, and wide empires fall, 
The ruins of great cities we deplore ; 

Yet genius scarcely shares the fate of all, 
Great Homer lives, though I lion is no more ! 

The words of a great poet ne'er can die, 
They are inscribed upon the living rock 

In characters which all time do defy, 
The type undimmed by age or storm or shock. 

Thus may we live who sings life's common way, 
Who in their daily toil the poor does cheer; 

Who for things great and small does love display, 
Who sheds a halo o'er the humblest'sphere ; 

Who does maintain the lawful rights of man, 
Despite oppression stern and lawless pride, 

And shows that virtue still should lead the van, 
Tho' her just rights too oft have been denied. 

And tho', at times, with lascivious phrase 
He repels us, as no worth revealing, 

Yet, the essence of his lofty and pure lays, 
Is like a breeze o'er the heather stealing. 



THE BIRTHDAY OF ROBERT BURNS. 

As long as curlews do frequent the heath, 
Or plovers peal their tocsin o'er the moor, 

So long may Burns wear the Laureate wreath 
As Nature's bard and champion of the poor. 



THE BIRTHDAY OF ROBERT BURNS. 

BORN JANUARY 25TH, 1 759. 

Again th' auspicious day returns, 

The day to Scotia ever dear, 
The day that saw the birth of Burns, 

Whose genius we do all revere. 

"How sweetly the moon sleeps on yon bank!"* 

So sweetly did the babe repose 
Beneath a roof of humble rank, 

That on a gentle incline rose. 

Her eyes the mother did betray, 

Soothing her babe with accents mild, 

While Dame Nature, revered and gay, 
Did own him for her darling child. 

There is not a loch with clear wave 
That reflects th' azure sky above, 

Where waterfowls their feathers lave, 
But owes a tribute to his love. 

There's not a stream that wends it's way 
O'er "Caledonia, stern and wild," 

But' feels the magic of his lay 

'Mong hoary mountains, hugely piled. 



* Shakespeare. 



THB BIRTHDAY OF ROBERT BURNS. 

At times the rage of tempests stern 
Swells the deep current of his song ; 

Or summer breeze, with flower and fern, 
A theme inspires, that holds us long. 

The deeds of Scotia live again 

As he sweeps the strings of his lyre, 

And Roman eagles strive in vain 
To quench her flame of martial ire. 

The shades of Wallace and of Bruce 

Arise, responsive to his call, 
And freedom waves her flag of truce 3 

O'er every haughty tyrant's fall. 

Alternately he breathes a power, 

A love and sympathy as man, 
As he wails the daisy, ruined flower, 

Or scathes the sportsman with his ban. 

Warm his words, but a warmer glow 

Mantles his cheek, while his breast heaves 

As he describes a cTrild of woe 
Beg for some toil, and yet spurned, grieves. 

We hear the holy psalm of praise, 

And note the aged father pray, 
As, moved by one of his grand lays, 

We let the welling tear have. play. 

But if he wet our cheek with tear, 

We revel in Quixotic hour, 
As we mark Johnnie's stories queer, 

Or steer with Shanter thro' the shower. 

Who can his unique power declare ? 

His lofty thoughts our minds enthrall, 
The stars vanish in sunlight rare, 

And his rare genius rivals all ! 



.* 



GOLDFINCH. 5 

GOLDFINCH, or in scotch, GOWDSPINK. 

When winter still retains its place, 
An' o' stern rule shows mony a trace 
When the pale moon does show its face, 

Wet wi' sad tears; 
Lo ! then the snawdrap, wi' coy grace, 

Its head uprears. 

Syne mony a gowan studs the leas 

The primrose woos the whispering breeze, 

An' lily, that ilk e'e can please, 

Wi' the rose vies, 
Disclosing nectar to the bees, 

I' labour wise. 

Yet fair as is the fairest flower 

Smiling in an April shower, 

Or leaves closing at gloaming hour 

I' dewy rest, 
Did'st thou appear i* sunny bower 

I' thy rich vest. 

But aften beauty proves a snare, 
An' fills the mind wi' meikle care ; 
Sae thou, when winter made fields bare, 

An* fell the snaw, 
Nae mair didst range in open air 

Nor freedom saw. 

Thenceforth i' narrow cage confined 
Fu a mony a lane hour thou hast pined, 
While round thee raved bleak winds unkind, 

'Mid snaw and sleet ; 
Yet fate i' spring mair chains did bind 

Around thy feet. 



GOLDFINCH. 

Now vainly springs the greenwood shaw, 
Vainly for thee the flowers blaw, 
Vainly thou keek'st around the wa' 

At warblers free ; 
Vainly would Jean atone for a* 

That troubles thee. 

Ah! Liberty, thou bonnie dame ; 

My breast glows as I breathe thy name; 

Birds blest by thee can their notes frame 

Wi' gratefu' voice, 
While men their noblest birthright claim 

r thy boons choice. 

Oh ! never may false friends o* thine 
Usurp thy sacred name divine, 
An* on this plea good men consign 

To durance vile, 
Where day by day they hourly pine 

For thy sweet smile. 

How aft hae nations dreed the scorn 
O* tyrants, an' their rights foresworn, 
An', weeping like a widow lorn, 

For her lost peer, 
Ha'e said at e'en : "Would it were morn, 

Our hearts to cheer." 

Oh, Britannia, my own dear clime !<, 
May thy freedom defy a' time ; 
May no base foe, as wi' birdlime, 

Thy strength ensnare ; 
But wisdom crown thy course sublime 

\V i' blessings rare. 



THE RAILWAY STRIKE. 

NOVEMBER'S CHEER. 

" The win' blaws keenly o'er the fell, 
An' as a torrent fa's the rain ; 

November's come, baith doure an' snell, 
An' hame, tho* lowly, 1 hae nane. 

4 * Arise, guid man, and let me in, 
Gin God's rich mercy you do prize ; 

To exclude a dog wad be a sin, 
O listen to a lorn one's cries." 

Sic waesome words the guid man heard 
'Mid pauses of the nightly gale ; 

An' his creaking door he unbarred, 
O'ercome by sic a moving tale. 

He threw on wood ; the ingle glowed ; 

Swith the stranger he clad anew ; 
As halesome food the hungry chowed, 

What cared he tho' the tempest blew ? 

Aye, the blast o'er the hill did blaw ; 

As a torrent, aye, fell the rain ; 
The welcome guest sat i' the ha', 

An' his puir heart, I trow, was fain. 



THE RAILWAY STRIKE. 

AN APPEAL TO "BROTHER" SCOTS. 

See'st thou yon poor, o'er laboured wretch 

Wha toils an' sweats, an' a' that ? 
Ten hours, plus five, ev'n at a stretch, 

An' less he maunna ca' that. 
Do Scottish breezes fan his brow 

And een wi' toiling a' wat, 
r fields that heard the bauld balloo 

O* Bruce's charge, an' a' that ? 



8 TO A SQUIRREL. 

Did Covenanters pray, an* bleed 

To seal the truth, an* a' that, 
That sae their bairns might, hae the meed 

O' liberty for a' that ; 
An' shall av'rice, wi' hungry maw, 

Its fruits devour, an' a* that, 
An* bid defiance to the law, 

Man's native rights, for a' that ? 

O Scots, your brither Scots ne'er goad 

To sheer despair, an 1 a 1 that ; 
Or quit the free sod Burns trod 

An* Wallace brave, an' a* that. 
The bristling Scottish thistle waves 

O'er mony a field, an' a' that ; 
Your lowly kindred ne'er make slaves, 

Their wise minds shield frae a' that. 

O Scots, to brither Scots be true, 

They stowlins struck,. an* a' that ; 
Yet, mercy, fa' as morning dew, 

When simmer breezes blaw that. 
O turn the key wi' cannie thraw, 

That stops the way, an' a' that ; 
Then, howe'er fortune kick the ba\ 

Ye may be crouse for a' that. 



TO A SQUIRREL. 

O thou winsome nimble squirrel, 

Making a' the fir tree dirl, 

As wi' a curved brush thou dost whirl, 

An' ply thy way, 
Guarding sae against ilk peril 

That wad betray. 



TO A SQUIRREL. 

Kind was the bield o' vernal trees, 
An r saft the sough o' summer breeze, 
An' dear the joys thy heart did heeze 

I* autumn mild, 
Now winter cauld thy form does freeze, 

'Mid tempests wild. 

Yet snug and quiet is thy rest, 
Tho' fields resume their snawy vest, 
An 1 o'er the lea and mountain crest 

The storms do rave, 
An' keenly blaws the wintry west 

O'er drumlie wave. 

Here thou dost eat thy winter's fill 
Free frae carking care or ill, 
Whilst robins on the window-sill, 

Aye, beg their dole, 
An' weasels spare, wi' savage will, 

Peer frae their hole. 

O wise foresight ! O prudent lore ! 
Fu' mony a nit thou hast i' store, 
Which, driving poortith frae thy door, 

Thy heart shall cheer, 
Till wintry gales be heard no more, 

An' spring appears. 

O feeble man ! be wise ; take tent 
How industry can bring content ; 
For happily ilk day is spent, 

When man does toil, 
An' wi' ilk stroke reward is blent, 

A life's rich spoil. 

But sloth nae blessings e'er can bring, 

An' dancing in a fairy ring 

Pleasure's bairns are like moths on wing, 
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IO a man's a man for a* that. 



Courting the light, 
Till, och ! their flichterin' form they fling 

On the lowe bright. 

Then let nae folly thee ensnare, 

An' shun the warlcTs bewitching glare, 

An 1 i' this life have thou a care 

Rich fruits to hoard, 
Until in Heaven a richer fare 

Shall thee reward. 

There, while the raging storm or gale, 
Or while the blinding sleet or hail, 
Or pining sickness or death pale 

Can never come ; 
The love or God can never fail, 

An* Heav'n is home. 



A MAN'S A MAN FOR A' THAT. 
(a new rendering). 

A man says " I can take my glass, 

And leave it thus and a' that " ; 
Yet o'er the border he may pass, 

And pass too oft for a' that. 
When thoughtless folly breeds him woej 

And goods he pawns, and a' that, 
He haply thinks each man his foe, 

And beats his wife for a' that. 

When Johnny wants his Sunday coat, 

And Madge her frock an' a that, 
A man can hardly pay a groat 

When he wastes gear and a' that. 
Then let him list to counsel sage, 

Abstain from drink and a' that, 
And bring his wife his weekly wage, 

And love his home and a" that. 



THB LEVEN. II 

Thus John shall have his Sunda}* coat, 

Ana Ned his Sunday cravat, 
And Grace upon her new frock dote, 

And softly smile and a' that. 
Thus rich bounty shall crown the board 

With harn and beef and a' that, 
And virtue meet its own reward, 

A mind content for a' that. 

A thankful heart shall ne'er depart 

From sober men and a 1 that ; 
Nor can despairing tears e'er start 

From eyes devout and a' that. 
"A man's a man," as says dear Burns, 

Before his God and a' that, 
Who the gilded cup bravely spurns 

" Nor hangs his head for a' that." 



THE LEVEN. 

It was but last St. Cuthbert's even 
He pricked to Stapleton on Lev en. 

Lay of the Last Minstrel. 

Crystal Leven, winding Leven, 
Reflecting every hue of Heav'n ; 
The sun's ray shimmers on thy stream 
Like the diamond's brilliant gleam, 
Or the moonbeam pale trembles there 
As tamer ray of gem less rare ; 
While the trees that shadow thy wave 
Seem like sentinels, tall and grave ! 

Crystal Leven, winding Leven, 
Softty falls the dew at even, 
As softly thro' the summer trees 
Is felt the ever-fanning breeze; 



12 THE COVENANTERS. 

While dawning on the eager eyes 
Scenes evolve, as of Paradise, 
Where bees, regaling in bright beam, 
Responsive murmur to thy stream. 

Crystal Leven, winding Leven, 
Oft with comrades six or seven, 
Have I, released anew from school, 
Angled in ev'ry well-known pool ; 
Or, careless, strayed o'er thy fields fair, 
Where the startled partridge cleft th' air, 
Or loitered near thy limpid stream 
Beneath the sun's enlivening beam. 

Crystal Leven, winding Leven, 
If from thee I'm cheerless driven ; 
If fate should urge me o'er the Line, 
Where silver spray veil cascades fine ; 
Where streams majestic thread their way 
O'er savannas broad, thro' woods gray ; 
Yet my fond thoughts shall to thee fly 
That sung my childhood's lullaby. 



THE COVENANTERS. 

O Scotia, I do love thy tranquil dales, 
Thy heathery moors, and mountains high ; 
The very air of freedom one inhales, 
As thy rich pastures feast the eager eye, 
As the peasant his daily task does ply, 
He wears a smile of undissembled joy, 
Grateful to Him who stills the raven's cry 
And cheers the heart with bliss without alloy 
And in deep designs does the humblest mea 
employ. 



THE COVENANTERS. 13 

Time was, when goodness blushed to show her 

face, 
And oppression stern stalked with iron heel ; 
When the men of God did the rocks embrace, 
And in heather nestling their forms conceal ; 
When a tale of blood did each day reveal, 
And each night was dismal with vague alarms ; 
When the heart shivered at the bugle's peal, 
Or silence dread pervaded moorland farms, 
When bright hope had vanished, and thus life lost 

its charms. 

Then Dundee's troopers ranged far and near, 
Pursuing them as moorfowl o'er the plain ; 
Unmoved by orphan, or by widow's tear, 
Their hearts were callous to the cry of pain. 
The grey-haired veteran and lusty swain, 
The mother and the child felt their keen ire ; 
A voice celestial said, "Come up higher," 
While streams of blood the waving heather stain, 
And amid dread slaughter arose the pious strain. 

Oft had they sought the shelter of a glen, 
Where a clear mountain stream flowed on its way; 
Where the hill fox lay couching in his den, 
Or joyous lambs around the lambs did play : 
There, when the storms, at times, God's power 

display, 
They did convene, afar from haughty foes, 
When their loved pastor fervently did pray, 
And sweet to Heaven the morning psalm arose, 
And then the preacher pleaded God's most holy 

cause. 

Heaven was their dome, the green sward their 

seat, 
The silvery stream their baptismal wave ; 



14 THE COVENANTERS. 

While on the distant cairn, the watcher fleet 
If foes appeared, the warning signal gave. 
There, too, while tempests all around did rave, 
And the swift lightnings flashed from pole to pole, 
The preacher spoke of Him who came to save. 
And shed sweet comfort o'er each drooping soul, 
Which, even as music soft, o'er all their spirits 
stole. 

pft, haply, in the Holy Book was read 
How David on the mountains fled from Saul ; 
How Christ the Lord, born in a cattle shed, 
Homeless was, tho' the hill fox had his hole ; 
What sorrows, too, did await the faithful Paul 
Until he closed his noble course at Rome. 
Such facts as these would all their hearts enthrall; 
Nor shrank they from pain when they descried 

home, 
Where peace for ever reigns, and ills can never 

come. 

Sometimes, amid the gloomy shades of night, 
The Lord drew nigh, by earthly eyes unseen, 
And glad truths revealed to their mental sight, 
While their hearts glowed with a deep joy serene : 
Specially when they did gratefully convene 
To taste the tokens of His dying love, 
When full rays of mercy shone on the scene, 
And near they felt themselves to Him above, 
Who on the way to Emmaus did lorn hearts 
move. 

At times, indeed, to arms they had recourse, 
Aroused by wrong, they thus maintained their 

cause ; 
And as a stream leaps, with resistless force, 
Down a rocky glen, so did they oppose 
Their enemies, and in fierce conflict close, 



THE COVENANTERS. 15 

Deeming the cause, for which they fought, was 

true: 
Nor did they ever give the Lord repose, 
Till He in mercy did their foes subdue, 
Who can give victory to soldiers brave tho' few. 

From Pentland hills, lo, came a wail of grief, 
When God's ministers and their flocks were slain ; 
And on Airsmoss the strife was stern and brief, 
Yet, as to live was Christ, to die was gain. 
In a chariot they to Heaven were ta'en, 
Whose axles shone as rays of dazzling light, 
Blest by Him who cheered the lone heart at Nain, 
Who a home prepares, free from sin and blight, 
Where glories that eye ne'er has seen burst on the 
sight. 

Thus Scotia's purest days were bathed in tears, 
Yet then the flow'r of liberty did grow, 
Which, in the course of time, more sweet appears, 
More rich in fruit than Bruce' s power can show. 
Then, as o'er Heaven's arch appears the bow, 
More sweetly sings the lark its song of praise ; 
So, with a deeper joy, the breast does glow 
When gales are past, and follow peaceful days, 
When God, rich in His promise, His great love 
displays. 

O Scotia, to thyself be ever true ; 

Let not inglorious ease thy weal destroy, 

Nor the foul arts of Rome thy strength subdue, 

Nor e'en, like Samson, with Delilah toy. 

Withal, be wary as fair maiden coy, 

Who lists not to the voice that would ensnare. 

To hold fast the truth was the martyr's joy ; 

Let not the cause Divine sink in despair, 

The freedom won by His blood is a treasure rare. 



l6 JOHN BROWN. 

JOHN BROWN. 

John Brown, the martyr, was a hero wise, 

Who tilled a few bare acres on a fell, 
Who with due care sought the heavenly prize, 

Was rich in faith and charity as well. 

On the free grace of God he loved to dwell 
With humble trust and gratitude sincere ; 

And in all pious works did he excel, 
By which a faith Divine may well appear ; 
Living with a good conscience and a judgment clear. 

As a noble river its way pursues 

Thro* forests dense and thro' rich pastures lone, 
Reflecting in its course the varied hues 

Of tiny leaf and flower and streak of dawn ; 
So o'er John Brown full many a year had flown, 
As far from busy town and thoroughfare, 

Though strange to fame, yet not to God un- 
known, 
Devotion was his joy and only care, 
And thus he seemed to live in th' atmosphere of 
prayer. 

Such piety as this should hate disarm, 

And honour due receive from friends or foes ; 
Love such as this the savage breast should charm, 
And move the bigot in his work to pause ! 
O manners cruel! O inhuman laws! 
How oft has crime assumed the name of right, 
And deeds of shame have met with men's applause, 
Shown in the face of day, tho' of the night, 
Men of evil posing as angels fair of light ! 

Let not the sceptic such true faith revile, 
Nor scan its record with a scornful eye, 

Or with cloudy hint or derisive smile, 
The sterling worth of such a cause decry. 
This cause, for which men bled, can never die. 



I 



JOHN BROWN. 17 

Still does it linger on tradition's tongue, 

Nor can it ever in oblivion lie; 
The page historic shall retain it long 
As a theme more glorious than ev'n great Virgil 
sung. 

One morning early John sped on his way 

With spade in hand, to cast some dark-brown 
peat 
While on a heathery hill a mist there lay, 

And no sound was heard save the lambkin's 
bleat. 

But see! the forms of gallant horsemen fleet 
Dart from the mist, as lightning from a cloud, 

And prick o'er the heath, barring all retreat ! 
" Who art thou?" said one with aspect proud, 
His rude query closing with curses deep and loud* 

The speaker had an eye of cruel scorn, 

Tho' in the tug of war few were so brave ; 
Yet the smiles of love did ne'er his face adorn, 

Nor dewy pity his eye glistening lave. 

The foe of man, of passions fierce a slave, 
"The bloody Claver'se," was the name he bore ; 

Yet to his queries, John full answer gave, 
Nor showed a trace of fear nor travail sore, 
Which made the baffled Claver'se marvel still the 
more. 

His cause John pleaded his own roof beneath, 

Whither, anon, his foe bade him lead the way, 
Here he, in his lone homestead on the heath, 
Tho* of stamm'ring tongue the man did nobly 
pray ! 
" Have you heard him preach "? then did Claver'se 
say b 



1 8 JOHN BROWN. 

To those whom he took as guides o'er the waste 
" A preacher ne'er was he in all his day, 

" If he has never preached," he said with haste, 
" Meikle he has prayed " thus spake he and the 
room paced. 

" Go to your prayers," said he, " for you must 
die!" 

The saintly father and the husband prayed 
That He, who kept as th' apple of His eye 

The chosen seed, would a pure remnant aid. 

" To sue for grace, not to preach, I you bade," 
Quoth Claver'se, such pious words impeaching. 

" Scant attention to each you must have paid," 
John returned, " If you can call this preaching," 
Then with deeper fervour he remained beseech- 
ing. 

Sad was the tear that moistened his wife's cheek 

When first she was aware that he must die, 
Tho' with calm words, and with an aspect meek, 

She her submission due did ratify. 

Now to her babes and her he bade " goodbye,'* 
With moving words, embracing one by one ; 

And while affection's tear shone in his eye, 
His soul he assigned to the Lord alone, 
Whose Sov'reign mercy is as changeless as His 
throne. 

With grace Divine the martyr's visage shone ; 

Claver'se paused, a feeling as if to quell, 
Then six men bade to shoot him with fierce 
tone; 
Ruth chained them, in wrath he fired, and John 

fell! 
The horror of that moment who can tell ? 



JOHN BROWN. 19 

When on the green turf his brains scattered lay, 
When from his butchered frame the blood did 
well, 
Filling the widow's lone heart with dismay, 
And casting a deeper shadow on that dark day ! 

"Woman, what do you think of your spouse now ? " 
Said he, adding insult to former hate. 

" My wound is deep, as you may well allow, 
Yet my true love for him does not abate." 
" Well would it be for you to share his fate, 

As the same shibboleth," urged he, " You say ; " 
Said she, " I know full well your power is great; 

But can you answer for your crime this day ? 

Or, by a pious shrift, the claims of conscience 
pay?" 

The fervour true of a Cameron brave, 

Or Renwick mild, glowed in the woman's breast; 
Yet one more reply here the tyrant gave, 

With no gleam of pity for the distrest ; 

" Man I can answer, if brought to the test, 
As for my God, alone with Him I'll deal." 

Then away he rode, bent on further quest ; 
His men took the cue, did in order wheel, 
And soon, indeed, the brooding mists their forms 
conceal. 

Dark was the day, for it had misty been, 

And darker was the night, without a star ; 
Still darker was the widow's grief, I ween, 

With no friend near, all sympathy afar. 

As light, glimmering thro' a lattice bar, 
Shines brightly, when the shades of morning flee, 

So God's voice reached her thro' her toil and jar, 
And with fain lips she said, " Thou see'st me, 
Thou scornest not the orphan's tear nor widow's 
plea." 



20 TO ALFRED TENNYSON. 

What form is that standing in the doorway ? 

One of her sex who, too, has sorrow known, 
Whose dear spouse and sons perished in the fray, 

Who found no solace save in God alone. 

Borne on the wings of love, she now has flown 
t To breathe some words of tenderness and cheer 

In th' ears of her, whose grief was like her own, 
And blest by God, shed the mutual tear, 
Then smiling thro' their tears, they saw the morn 
appear. 

So, too, Scotia, did pass thy rayless night, 

And o'er thee a bright morning star arose ; 
Thick was night's gloom, yet sweeter was thy 
light, 

Great thy success, for thou had'st many foes. 

Thus more brightly thy sun of freedom glows, 
And shines now with a glory all its own : 

Oh, rarely may dark clouds thy light oppose, 
Or keen misfortune dim thy fair renown, 
But the years, as they roll, thee with full glory 
crown. 



TO ALFRED TENNYSON, POET 

LAUREATE. 

The pow'r of ancient Rome is fled, 

And her wealth and pomp now are gone ; 

Her heroes' blood profusely shed 

Failed to conserve th' imperial throne. 

No more the abject captives wend 
With slow pace o'er the Sacred Way; 

Each lord and slave, eaeh foe and friend, 
Have vanished from the light of day. 



demosthene's ORATION. 21 

Yet Virgil lives, great bard, who sung 
When Rome in her full vigour stood ; 

The music of his Latin tongue 

Still charms as when old Rome it wooed. 

Nor shall devouring time impair, 

O Tennyson, thy lofty verse, 
Tho' Britain Rome's dire fate may share, 

That gross luxury did immerse. 

Thou hast shown our dear Saxon speech 

As musical as Dante's tongue ; 
And the great truths thy muse does teach 

Chasten thy melody of song. 

The British oak does spreading grow 
In vernal gale or summer drought ; 

And ev'n in age thy mind does show 
A dewy freshness in great thought. 

Thy song of love, of home obscure, 
Of courteous knight, or hero brave, 

May well retain its vigour pure, 
As long as the seas our shores lave. 



DEMOSTHENES ORATION ON THE 
CROWN AS A PRESENT WARNING. 

Ah ! Oration sublime, whose potent word 

Appealed to the mind and the heart of Greece, 

Causing each brave soldier to grasp his sword, 
While urging union as the source of peace. 

" Oh, let Greece," said he, " with her many isles, 
Marshal her forces, and disunion shun, 

Then you who fell a prey to Philip's wiles, 
May haply baffle Philip's warlike son." 



22 TO THE MARQUIS OF SALISBURY. 

Greece failed to respond to her patriot's prayer, 
And toppling lay,and grevious was her fall ; 

Tho' as the Parthenon with colums rare, 
Traces of majesty can she recall. 

Shall not Britannia, forewarned by her fate, 
Avoid such cause as wrought her deepest woe ; 

Shall she not cherish as her dearest mate 
That feedom which Greece of old scarce did 
know ? 

Disunion caused Salem's towers to fall, 

And foreshadowed old Roman virtue's knell ; 

Disunion dimmed the glory of the Pole, 
And " freedom shrieked as Kosciusko fell !" 

Then let the rose and shamrock closely join, 

Let colonial hives loyalty display, 
And Britain shall o'ercome, tho' foes combine, 

As Albion's cliffs repel the drenching spray. 



TO THE MARQUIS OF SALISBURY, 

(October 15TH, 1893). 
Salisbury, well thy task thou dost fulfil 
Amid the bristling camps of Europe wide ; 
While thou at home in council dost preside, 
Depends the Afric fate on thy wise will. 
Thy virtue firm and thy far-seeing skill 
An alliance weave that may long abide, 
Break the slave's fetters, quell tyrannic pride, 
Or check some other form of odious ill. 
Oh ! yet a nobler task demands thy care, 
(More than the sharing of earth's richest spoils. 
More than the quelling of fisher's broils,) 
Let not foul wrong and savage riot scare 
The virtuous ; nor abet the crafty toils 
Of harpies, who lay waste Armenia fair. 



THE OLD OAKEN WICKET. 23 

THE OLD OAKEN WICKET. 

How gladsome, tho' lone, were the days of my 
childhood 
As wide o'er the fields oft I carelessly roamed ; 
Or culled many a gay flower that grew in the wild 
wood, 
Bordering a streamlet that on its course foamed ; 
Yet one snug little spot does my mind still recall, 
Where trees o'erarching, in the sweet month of 
May, 
A cool shade afforded, which was pleasing to all, 
Ev'n hard by a wicket, that stood on the way — 
The old oaken wicket, the moss-covered wicket, 
The old haunted wicket that stood on the way. 

Full often have I gazed from this leafy alcove, 

O'er a landscape smiling in the sun's pure light, 
And here, too, I've heard the cooing of the stock- 
dove, . . 
Until all too soon came the dark shades of night. 
On a winter night, haply, with storm impending, 
I have thought of my home that o'er the fields 
lay; 
And urging my steps, scarce aware whither tending, 
A child's fear oppressed, as I held on my way 
Thro' the old oaken wicket, the moss-covered 

wicket, 
The old haunted wicket that stood on the way. 

The years fleeted past, and I left the old homestead, 
And the pleasant fields over which I had strolled, 
The orchard, and the garden with flowers over- 
spread, 
All dear to my heart, and to mind oft recalled. 
When I next saw the wicket, my eyes filled with 
tears, 



24 FIRST VISIT TO WORDSWORTH S GRAVE. 

For I thought of the past, of life's early day, 
Yet the star of hope seemed to shine on coming 
years, 
As I gazed on the wicket full on the way — 
The old oaken wicket, the moss-covered wicket, 
The old haunted wicket that stood on the way. 

As in succession every wave follows wave, 

Light or shadow receiving on their proud crest, 
So speeds every year, while winter storms rave, 

Or bright summer suns calmly set in the west ; 
And years now have fled since I last saw the wicket, 

Yet fond recollection affords a bright ray, 

And I see each lone nook, and each spreading 

thicket, 

That led to the wicket that stood on the way — 

The old oaken wicket, the moss-covered wicket, 

The old haunted wicket that stood on the way. 



OUR FIRST VISIT TO WORDSWORTH'S 

GRAVE, 

The day grew dark as we went on our way, 
The sunbeams ceased to smile upon the mere, 

Then pensive raindrops clung to every spray, 
And the fair landscape seemed a prospect drear. 

The rain unceasing did our forms bedew, 
As we read the memorial on each stone 

Of such as had known many ills or few, 
But now were calmly sleeping one by one. 

Thus it was ; yet why should not nature weep 
For him who loved her as a new-made bride, 

Who loved to ponder on the mountain steep, 
Or else to muse by the silvery tide ! 



A RIPPLE ON THE WAVE. 25 

His was a joy to note each varying phase 
Of cloudlets sailing o'er the azure sky ; 

While he found solace in his noble lays, 
The smiling " harvest of a quiet eye." 

Sleep on, great teacher, in thy narrow tomb, 
Near thy great Rothay, till the day arrive, 

When the grave itself shall to life succumb, 
And the dead in Christ all be made alive. 

Then nature, long a weeper, shall rejoice, 
And the wild wail of sorrow shall surcease ; 

Then shall be heard the great heavenly voice 
Proclaiming th' advent of the reign of peace ! 



A RIPPLE ON THE WAVE. 

Ah, a ripple on the wave, 

Little though it may seem, 
May be full of issues grave, 

Of which we scarcely dream. 

Yon silvery wave, that flows 

Beneath the morning sun, 
May a frowning form disclose 

Before the day is done. 

A ripple now on the wave : 

Seest thou yon proud Czar 
Exchange with France greetings suave, 

Presage, perchance, of war. 

Then, Britain for war prepare, 
If thou would'st peace maintain ; 

Ev'n the gentlest summer air 
May be surcharged with rain. 



26 A " BOGLE. 
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A "BOGLE." 

The dark shades of eve were falling, 

With struggling rays the stars did shine, 

When a buxom damsel strolling 

Felt something with her dress intwine. 

Unaware what thus detained her, 
She ran afield with breathless fear, 

Yet the demon still retained her, 

Althbugh she struggled to get clear. 

Her young vigour now did falter, 

Her feet could scarcely print the road ; 

As a cow, led by a halter, 

Whose heels a vicious cur does goad. 

Dimly a gate appeared in view, 

To it she fled by terror borne ; 
One trembling glance she backward threw, 

When, lo ! the " bogle " was a tJwrn. 

Thus fancies vain oppress the mind, 

And idle fears assail the heart, 
Until their true source we do find, 

And note how trivial is the smart. 

Then let no " will-o-wisp " appal, 
And grasp the nettle ere it stings, 

If minor ills before you fall, 
You are prepared for greater things. 

One false step may prove your ruin, 
One single move decide the strife, 

But if life's aim you're pursuing, 
Well may you smile at dangers rife. 

" Live while you live " ; all vice forswear, 
And take the Bible from your shelves ; 

Of final conquest ne'er despair, 
For "God helps them who help themselves." 



THE PRIMROSE. 27 

THE PRIMROSE. 

O welcome, welcome, primrose gay, 
Nestling beneath the hawthorn's shade, 

The news of spring thou dost convey, 
While wooing touch of little maid. 

Thy lovely form is " emblem dear " 
Of him, whose wit did charm his peers, 

Wit gilding eloquence sincere, 

Whose rich tones linger on our ears. 

Keenly th' east wind thy birth assailed, 
Yet thy full bloom smiled on the day ; 

Thus mid keen trials ne'er he quailed, 
Till life's chief meed before him lay. 

An alien was he to our race ? 

He loved the country of his birth ; 
Nor could coldness his love efface 

For her, the dearest land on earth. 

By no vile arts did he essay 

To win the wreath of deathless fame ; 
A nobler aim before him lay. 

To give Great Britain greater fame. 

To Britons unfranchised he gave 
A gift more dear than that of Rome ; 

While hearts of kinsmen o'er tbe wave 
Thrilled at the prize of those at home. 

On his mistress, too, he conferred 

Title more worthy of her sway, 
Which the sagacious Brahmin heard 

With heart as pure as solar ray. 

In Berlin, royal city hoar, 

He bade the fiercest passions cease, 
And o'er the English Channel bore 

The olive branch of genial peace. 



^8 THE OPIUM TRAFFIC. 

Thus won he fame that ne'er shall die, 
While seasons change, and ages roll ; 

Well o'er his tomb may patriots sigh, 
For patriot greater far than all ! 



ON SEEING SNOWDROPS GROWING ON 
THE GRAVES OF THE YOUNG. 

O ! snowdrop, now rearing thy humble head 
Upon each grave wherein some loved ones lie, 

Thou seem'st a sweet memorial of the dead, 
Whose early fate betrays the heaving sigh. 

Pure as thy hue did their brief life appear, 
Afar from public gaze their virtue grew ; 

Each evening closed with orisons sincere, 
Each morning did their piety renew. 

Now far above the change and blight of earth, 
As never-withering flow'rs they sweetly bloom, 

Where no one ever shall complain of dearth, 
Nor winter storms arise with sudden gloom. 

Where God Himself shall wipe all tears away, 
And His creating word make all things new ; 

And pure as is the spotless solar ray, 

Shall saints appear, with lowly homage due. 



THE OPIUM TRAFFIC. 

O ye patriots of Britain, 

That guard our country's weal, 
Your charter from the people comes, 

And does their rights reveal. 



THE OPIUM TRAFFIC. ^ 

Then let the name of Hampden wise 

Arouse you from your sleep, 
And the stainless name of Wilberforce, 

Who for the slave did weep. 

Let not the insane lust of gold 

Now blind you to all good ; 
O think upon the opium den, 

With voice of brothers blood. 

The house where Chatham's plea was urged, 

Is, sure, a sacred dome ; 
Defraud no strangers of their rights, 

And you'll have peace at home. 

O ye who fight our country's wars, 

And prestige true maintain, 
Wash the dark spot from off your flag, 

Let not a speck remain : 

Or if spirits of your fathers 

Should start from ev'ry wave, 
They would shame to own the standard. 

That men's souls would enslave. 

The flag that waved on Waterloo 

And Almas breezy height, 
Might be ev'n a blood-stained banner, 

But banner 'twas of right. 

Arouse you, O my brothers dear, 

On mercy's voyage sail ; 
The cause which shrinks from light of day, 

Must from its nature fail. 

Owls shun the pleasing solar beam, 

Larks court the morning ray ; 
As Christians you are not of night, 

But of broad face of day. 



30 TO THE SONG-THRUSH OR MAVIS. 

THE VIOLET. 

When April show'rs around us fall, 

Or the sun gives a genial ray, 
Then nestling near some mountain wall, 

The violet opes upon the day. 
A modest grace adorns its mien, 

Grace exquisite as well and dear, 
While gay on Nature's carpet green, 

Or wet with Nature's quiet tear. 

Unlike some flow'rs that sheltered blow 

'Neath cultivation's varied care, 
On each hedge and knoll it does grow, 

And yet its loveliness is rare. 
Thus while it glistens in the show'r, 

Or woos the breeze and bright sunshine, 
Its symbolises virtue's pow'r, 

Or unpretending worth divine. 



TO THE SONG-THRUSH OR MAVIS. 

O mavis, on a leafless bough, 

Thou art singing in a gale ; 
The God of nature does endow 

Thee with fresh notes that spring hail, 
Though spring 
Now shrinks from winter, sullen king. 

So the robin on autumn day, 

Sings when the leaves crimson fall, 

And cheers 'mid nature's sad decay, 
The issue that awaits us all, 
Or low, 

Or high, or friend warm, or stern foe* 



THE ROSE IN JUNE. 31 

One songster breathes a mellow strain 

Over nature's fading bloom ; 
The other does our hearts enchain, 

Singing tho' March may have gloom, 
And chill 
Showers fall on full many a hill. 

O pour forth thy notes, minstrel sweet, 

Notes prophetic of the spring, 
When lambkins race with joyous feet, 

And the birds in thousands wing ; 
When old 
And young Flora's rich grace behold. 



THE ROSE IN JUNE. 

In June how sweetly blooms the rose 

beneath the solar ray, 
While nature does her robes disclose 

Luxuriantly gay ! 

Lured by its charms the little maid 
Moves with glad step along : 

And on its rich spoils makes a raid 
'Mid pauses of her song. 

Its loveliness can never vie 
With hers, where'er it blow, 

While tears that tremble in her eye 
Outshine dew on the rose. 

But, alas ! at times wind does rave, 

And mar the rose's bloom ; 
And with thought sad and aspect grave 

We view the early tomb. 



*. *- -■-■" . 



32 TO THE ROBIN REDBREAST. 

Yet shall the summer bright renew 
Next year its fragrance rare ; 

And roses of unfading hue 
Shall bloom in purer air. 

Blended, too, as its petals sweet, 

In Heaven saints shall live 
A life with sterling joy replete, 

Yea, such as God can give. 

TO THE ROBIN REDBREAST. 

Mute is the music of the grove, 

And all the flowers have withered ; 
Few notes, as thine, our hearts do move* 
Of all the gay choir feathered : 

But, oh ! 
Now chirpest thou as cold winds blow. 

Who does not know thy plaintive cry, 

O robin, dearest robin ? 
As winter fierce obscures the sky, 

It comes from thy breast throbbing, 
And lures 
Pity, and many a crumb secures. 

O robin, thou art not alone 

In penury and sorrow, 
Thy care is shared by many a one. 

With scant hope for the morrow, 
Who sigh, 
And swell the city's bitter cry. 

Ye men of wealth some morsel spare 

For hapless child or father, 
Who hover nigh as fowls of air, 

While tempests wildly gather. 
Ye pray 
For mercy, mercy rich display. 



BURNS BELLOWS. 33 

BURNS' BELLOWS. 

(Among the articles shown at Preston Patrick Parochial 
Exhibition was Burns' bellows). 

Art thou, then, a relic olden 

Of the great poet's home, 
From the wreck of time withholden, 

As a gem from the foam ? 
As carefully I note thy form, 

A humble cot is seen, 
With roof well thatched from the fierce storm 

And its small plot of green. 
Clad in a robe of " hodden grey," 

A striking youth appears, 
With face as open as the day, 

With lore beyond his years. 
He enters the cottage lowly 

And regards with solemn air 
His sire reading the book holy, 

Or pleading with God in prayer. 
Sweetly the songs of Zion glide 

Within that early home, 
More dear than when, in abbey wide, 

Peals th' organ in the dome, 
The saintly father cast a spell, 

Which never left his heart, 
Ev'n when he loved his vice too well, 

The dewy tear would start. 
Nor did his angel plead in vain, 

When sorrow wrung his breast, 
How sad tho' pleasing was the strain 

That charmed his grief to rest ! 
Thus, haply, when the day was gone, 

He fanned the lazy flame, 
And 'neath the kettle's undertone 

Wove such new wreaths of fame. c 



34 FEBRUARY. 

Soars, then, presumption in the hope, 

That he, who sorrow knew, 
Shall yet in fairer scenes have scope 

Strains sacred to pursue ; 
That he who wailed the daisy's fate, 

And "mousie's" fruitless care, 
Shall, on the wings of joy elate, 

Sing lays sublimer there ? 
At least, let one sad tear alight 

On his untimely bier, 
As champion of the poor man's right, 

Of freedom friend sincere ! 



FEBRUARY. 

O fickle is thy mood, and sad ; 

Yet must thy snow and rain 
Precede the time when earth is clad 

With vernal sheen again. 

Born 'neath thy gloom, February, 

Snowdrop and celandine 
Bravely face thy blast contrary, 

Fostered by pow'r divine. 

These floral tokens of the spring, 

Endowed with native grace, 
Gladden the throstles as they sing, 

Tho' winter hold his mace. 

Then April comes, and maid-like weeps, 
Or sweet smiles deck her brow ; 

While o'er the field no fierce storm sweeps, 
And the hind tends his plough. 



I 



BORDER WARFARE. 35 

Then blithely trills the lark his song, 

While bow celestial gleams; 
Or shadows after sunshine throng, 

And flow the silvery streams. 

Thus like a storm fell sickness came, 
Still rifling many a home ; * 

Oh, as spring, winter, grace does tame, 
May hope propitious come. 



BORDER WARFARE. 

On the banks of Liddel water, 
In the days of wise Queen Bess, 

Dank the Border was with slaughter, 
With acute wail of distress. 

On the banks of Liddel river, 
In the spring-time of the year, 

The coy maiden's heart did shiver, 
When an alien step drew near. 

As, in Liddel's fairy bowers, 

Summer blushed with aspect sweet, 
Human blood aye stains the flowers, 

If by chance some foemen meet. 

On the banks of Liddel water, 
Autumn came, with plenty blest, 

Yet, as types of cruel slaughter, 
In the dish the spurs did rest.* 



• The spurs were placed in the dish to show the freebooter that 
he must mount his horse and ride in quest of spoil. 



36 A POOR LONDON CHILD'S PLEA. 

Fiercely, oh ! fiercely raved the gale 

O'er Liddel on winter day, 
Yet fiercer was the savage wail 

And the tug of Border fray. 

But as great storms the air does clear, 
An,d wakes the earth to Spring's embrace. 

So vanished are these contests drear, 
And love hallows time and place. 

No more, forsooth, the trooper tall 
Thunders at the fastened door ; 

Mute hangs the trumpet in the hall, 
And the foray is no more. 

The brow that sweat in battle keen, 
Now did sweat with honest toil ; 

The lamb reposes on the green, 
And the sower treads the soil. 



A POOR LONDON CHILD'S 

PLEA FOR AN EXCURSION INTO 

THE COUNTRY. 

Yea ! you may speak of primrose gay, 

And many a flower beside, 
Yet have I, since my natal hour, 

Seen spring in all her pride ? 

I scarcely know return of spring 
Save by the change of breeze ; 

A stranger I to summer woods, 
With softly whispering leaves. 

I never saw a streamlet clear, 

Leap laughing down a glen, 
Tho' I'm no stranger to the mart, 

With busy forms of men. 



t 
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ON, STANLEY, ON !" 37 



O birds, once raging liquid air, 

That cages strong confine, 
Which vainly ape your former notes, 

Your fate resembles mine. 

Too like a cage my garret seems, 
With walls both dank and bare, 

Its gloom relieved, when gloaming comes, 
With sickly taper's glare. 

Then, O for glimpse of summer fields, 

Fanned by a western breeze, 
Where transparent streams meander 

'Neath a canopy of trees ; 

That I may dream, when I sleep woo, 

On my couch poor and low, 
Of a hawthorn, one bright May morn, 

With mantle white as snow ! 



" ON, STANLEY, ON ! " 

" On, Stanley, on," was Marmion's last cry, 
Thus cheering him, who ne'er skulked in the rear, 

Whose steady valour made his foes to fly, 
Till night veiled his victorious career. 

But another Stanley seems braver far, 
Another cause rests on his mighty arm, 

From which he ne'er shrinks through the tug of 
war, 
Nor can " sullen forest " his will disarm. 

A task sublime taxes his utmost skill, 
But danger only nerves him to the fray, 

Till Afric's secrets yield to his firm will. 
And Nyanza does smiling waves display. 




38 JOHN LEYBURN'S FAREWELL. 

What issues may Mess this pioneer's toil ? 

Issues as Columbus did scarce surmise ; 
As, with his men, he silent gazed awhile 

On the new world, gladdening all their eyes ! 

Too long the world has felt the curse of Cain, 
Now let a happier era on us dawn ; 

Barbaric rule should not too long remain, 

The Crescent by the Cross must be o'erthrown. 



JOHN LEYBURN'S FAREWELL TO 
CUNSWICK HALL. 

The eagle loves the eyrie high, 
The cushat loves the forest shade, 

The heron loves the fountain clear, 
The mavis loves the flow'ry glade. 

And I love thee, dear Cunswick Hall, 
Nestling mid nature's scenes sublime, 

Where bluff king Hal high revel kept, 
And with gay song beguiled the time, 

But now no song of minstrel gay, 
Echoes within thy spacious dome, 

Nor courteous knight, nor lady fair, 
Gains welcome here, as if at home. 

As a fierce storm the forest sweeps, 
Causing the princely oak to fall ; 

So many a storm assailed our house 
And quite laid waste my father's hall. 

A stranger owns thy rich domain, 
And tills the fields by me erst sown, 

And other hands now tend thy flowers, 
Other feet tread thy dewy lawn. 
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Then fare thee well, sweet Cunswick Hall, 
Home of my childhood ever dear ; 

Thy form shall ne'er from mem'ry fade ; 
But blossom with returning year. 



PROFESSIONAL BEGGARS. 

While in my chamber, with closed door, 
I o'er some books did fondly pore, 
Conversing with great minds of yore, 

Then I did hear 
A sound growing harsh more and more, 

Approaching near. 

Marvelling at the uncouth sound, 
From my arm chair I made a bound, 
And seemed inclined to dance a round 

Of suspicion, 
When I beheld on the foreground, 

A musician. 

Loth to wound claims, tho' not of birth, 
Yet failing to suppress my mirth, 
And well-nigh saying, " What on earth 

Is this you play ?" 
Alms I gave as he pleaded dearth, 

With sly " Good-day." 

He left my door with a grimace, 
And trod my path with languid pace, 
And soon of him I lost all trace 

And his last note, 
While I relapsed into my place 

With dubious thought. 



i 
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Not long, however. There came a rap ; 
A fellow stood, and raised his cap, 
And then traced, as on a map, 

His travels far ; 
" Great storms," quoth he, "have been my hap 

O'er Portsmouth bar." 



" I have a wife and children five, 
Whom I can scarcely keep alive, 
Tho' like the wise bee of the hive 

For them I toil ; 
Oh, hard it is with fate to strive, 

That work does foil !" 



O'ercome by such a moving tale, 

One more sedative did I hale, 

Tho* this did hardly soothe the wail 

Of his sorrow, 
As he, at last, with visage pale 

Bade " Good-morrow." 



Now, if you meet a band of thieves, 
Who you of every coin relieves, 
One boon of comfort fortune leaves 

To soothe your woe, 
A single wight hard fare receives 

From many a foe. 

But if you simply fall a prey 

To ev'ry knave who would waylay, 

Your dearest interest you betray, 

Or moral aim ; 
Then close, forsooth, in a brief fray, 

With righteous flame. 



BORDER-LAND. 41 

Yea, bang your door, e'en with a frown, 
Or bravely shut your window down, 
For your firm act shall gain renown, 

As based on right ; 
E'en foes applauding shall you own 

A man of light. 

Yet honest poverty relieve, 

And mourn with them who deeply grieve ; 

And note the stifled sobs that heave 

Th' aching breast ; 
As they are signs that ne'er deceive 

The closest test. 



BORDER-LAND. 

Hail to thee, borderland of song, 

What varied thoughts arise, 
As we peruse thy legends rare, 

With theme of high emprise. 

Dear to me, at least, as the clime, 

Where Homer loved to stray, 
Is thy domain, where Northern bard 

Sang his immortal lay. 

Here felt imperial Rome thy ire, 

Rearing her massive wall, 
To thwart the incursions of her foes, 

Whom she would fain enthrall. 

Years passed, and chieftains fierce and brave, 

Engaged in dubious strife ; 
Here "Gilnockie" in battle strove, 

And led an outlaw's life. 



42 RECOMPENSE. 

Here Bothwell hailed the beauteous Queen 

In dwelling grim and tall, 
Bothwell more sly than Paris false, 

Who Grecian Helen stole. 

But now the sun, that erst looked down 

O'er many a field of blood, 
Smiles sweetly o'er each rising fell, 

And Liddel's limpid flood. 



WINTER. 

Winter is come to rule the varied year, 

And vapours, clouds, and storms are in his train, 
No traces now of summer wealth appear ; 

Brief is the day ; the night obscures the plain ; 
Save when calm Luna her clear lamp does trim 

To guide the weary footsteps o'er the snow, 
Or happy home lights visible, tho* dim, 

Gladden the heart and cause the cheeks to glow. 
The bitter blasts rave o'er the moorlands bare ; 

The robin's note falls plaintive on the ear ; 
The sun's struggling beams a sad aspect wear, 

As in the west anon they disappear. 
A winter long and hard fond hopes may blight, 

And a chill morn may nip the flowers of spring; 
A nation's polestar may withdraw its light ; 

Prone in the dust lies Erin's "discrowned king." 



RECOMPENSE. 

A youthful mother I saw bowed in grief 
Over the new grave of her infant son ; 
And human pity failed to give relief, 
For no solace could for her loss atone. 



THE DELIVERANCE OF ISRAEL. 43 

The flowers around were sweetly blowing, 
The grass was waving o'er hill and plain ; 
But her bitter tears ceased not from flowing 
In drops copious as the summer rain. 

Tho* the requiem for the dead was said 
Amid friends tender standing round the grave, 
Yet her sad grief weighed on her heart like lead, 
With mute appeals to Him who came to save, 

Weep not, bereaved one ! He who hush'd the 

Lake 
And sooth'd the grief of parents on its shore, 
Shall himself come and sleeping dust awake, 
Then thy son's form shall greet thine eyes once 

more. 

Not as a child shalt thou then behold him, 
But as a youth adorned with fadeless bloom ; 
And when to thy fond heart thou shalt fold him, 
No more in triumph shall appear the tomb. 



THE DELIVERANCE OF ISRAEL. 

When Israel, son beloved by God, 

Out of the land of Egypt came, 
Lo ! twice the leader's mystic rod 

Waved conquest in Jehovah's name. 
The waters saw God and stood still, 

The advancing tide its course staid, 
And thus confest His Sovereign will, 

And for His people a path made. 



44 THE DELIVERANCE OF ISRAEL. 

The stately pillar of red glow, 

As friendly escort on the way, 
Did shield them from their stubborn foe, 

While failing chariots spread dismay. 
Who could the arm of God restrain ? 

Presumption felt his angry frown, 
To dream of flight was now in vain, 

The hostile waters bore them down. 

The stormy waves did lash the shore, 

A time in mute awe Israel stood ; 
Then their rapt voices, more and more, 

Blended in song of gratitude. 
And as they rose high o'er the main, 

With timbrel in full harmony, 
The distant mountains caught the strain, 

And whispered Israel's liberty. 

Now, new blood circled in their veins, 

And new joys sparkled in their eyes ; 
One day had won them richer gains 

Than all the dreams of merchandize. 
The land of promise lay afar, 

Rich in all gifts that God can give ; 
And true as is the polar star, 

Did hope in their fond bosoms live. 

Yet hope more bright the shepherds knew, 

When rays of glory round them shone, 
And angel forms appeared in view, 

And Emmanuel's birth made known. 
Then hallelujahs filled the air, 

And songs of triumph rose on high ; 
For He, who is of all things heir, 

Gives man a home beyond the sky. 



^ 
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WINTER, WHEN SEVERE. 

Winter is come with hail and sleet, 
Now nature dons her winding sheet, 
And hushed is ev'ry murmur sweet 

Of mountain stream, 
And as an army in retreat 

Flits the sunbeam. 

Yon trees do stand as sheeted ghosts, 
Bound in a chain of winter frosts, 
And hovering on the stormy coasts 

The sea birds cry, 
Or landward skim in scattered hosts, 

'Neath troublous sky. 

Some birds twitter among the trees, 
Afraid to tempt the treach'rous breeze, 
Or if some moment calm they seize 

And upward spring, 
Yet soon they rest, too glad to ease 

Their jaded wing. 

The north east wind blows o'er the hill, 
In gusts that do our bosoms chill ; 
The robin hops on the window sill 

And craves his dole, 
Or preens his plumes with icy bill 

On cottage wall. 

Nightly the owl does wail alone 
On some tow'r of mouldering stone, 
And fitfully the breeze does moan 

Round holly leaves, 
And sturdy timbers creak and groan 

Beneath the eaves. 



46 WINTER, WHEN SEVERE. 

But while the tempests round us rave, 
We think of Him who came to save, 
Who from the manger to the grave 

Did sorrow know, 
And died the death, ev'n of a slave, 

To shield from woe. 



Surrounded by a constant gloom, 

Enclosed as in a living tomb, 

As pris'ners waiting for their doom 

The nations lay, 
Till God man's nature did assume, 

One winter day. 

Then broke a light on sea and shore, 
A light which never shone before ; 
And in great hosts did men adore 

Th' incarnate Lord, 
While faith, hope, and love their fruits bore 

With one accord. 



When once the earth in chaos lay, 
And shades of gloom forbade the day, 
Then God evolved a smiling ray 

Of glorious light, 
Which softly stole o'er waters grey, 

Then fled the night. 

But a light more glorious on men shone, 
When, Jesus, Word divine, alone, 
As the beauteous star of dawn 

Did darkness chase, 
And errors dim fled one by one 

Before His face. 
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THE BATTLE OF SOLWAY MOSS. 

" To horse ! to horse !" the monarch cried, 

In crowds his men did him obey, 
And, oh ! so boldly they did ride, 

Then checked their steeds near the Sol way* 

As rose the sun o'er mountain crest, 

They were a comely sight to see, 
But ere his setting in the west, 

Sere was the flow'r of chivalry. 

O'er moor and fell they furious flew, 

By mountain stream they plied their way, 

Till Cumbria's hills arose in view, 
And swelling waves of the Solway. 

" Draw your swords, my merry men all, 

And a vile cowardice now spurn, 
An' mak' ilk southern loon a thrall — 

Renew the charge o' Bannockburn." 

Vain were these words : the English men 
In firm array the Scotch opposed ; 

" St George for England !'* echoed then, 
As they in deadly struggle closed. 

" St. Andrew, plead for us, this hour," 

The abbott of Melrose did pray ; 
• 4 May God help us with His power, 

And grant us victory this day !" 

Bravely, oh bravely fought each Scot, 
Like a stone wall the English stood, 

While inch by inch, they held each spot, 
Dearly was shed each soldier's blood. 
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But now the fight changed to a rout, 
The Scots wavered, and then did fly ; 

In many a bog sad was their bout, 
Then, pale, uncoffin'd they did lie ; 

Oh, many a one a grave does fill 

'Neath Solway's tide, seaward their pall ; 

But Solway Moss, more cruel still, 
Did swallow man and horse and all ! 

See from pursuit flies Royal James, 
His army lost, his treasure gone ; 

This deed or that he madly blames, 
Recalling errors one by one ! 

And as he brooded o'er his loss, 
A sorry prince, I trow, was he ; 

" Treach'rous bogs o' Solway Moss 

Hae well nigh twined the crown frae me ! 

" Oh, had I ne'er left Stirling town, 
Where my braw castle stands sae hie, 

I ne'er had fyled my Scottish crown, 
Nor put my life i' jeopardy ! 

" Brawly grow thistles on the knowes, 
An' sweetly springs the heather-bell, 

But Scotia i' deep sorrow bows, 

Her waefu' scaith what tongue can tell." 



CHRISTMAS DAY. 

Who can describe the joy that rose 
In all the mansions of the skies, 

When Jesus man's frail nature chose, 
And thus did his true weal devise ! 



) 
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If Hercules, as legends tell, 

Ev'n in his cradle serpents slay, 
Well might the potentates of hell, 

Regard our Lord's birth with dismay. 

As a child he power possessed, 

Claimed by no monarch as his own, 

Pow'r that Augustus did ne'er vest, 
Who by fierce warfare won his throne. 

And while earthly thrones pass away, 

As based on force or cruel wrong, 
Th' empire of love shall ne'er decay, 

While glad ages their course prolong. 

Well might celestial harps resound, 

While th' angel our Lord's birth made known ; 
Well might men's hearts with joy rebound, 

As on Judah's hills leaps the fawn ! 

Brothers, your loyal hearts attune 

To theme tho' old yet ever new ; 
The stone,* by earthly hands not hewn, 

Shall all material pomp subdue. 



THE DAWN OF CONSCIENCE. 

When a mere child I climbed a wall, 

That did a garden fair enclose, 
And touched the ground with stealthy fall, 

Where fruit trees grew in tempting rows. 

A timid glance around I threw, 

Tho' th' owners were abroad that day ; 

And to an apple tree near drew, 
And bore its darling loot away. 

* The Book of Daniel, chap. 2nd, 34th verse. D 
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The envious wall again I scaled, 
And bounded on the other side; 

Tho* by no thought of wrong assailed, 
While the thief s shameless role I tried. 

For as a robber bold I seemed, 
Unconscious of my future fate ; 

And on my spoil I fondly beamed, 
With no regard for human hate. 

Then suddenly, and yet again, 
A sense of guilt did me appal ; 

And with breast heaving with the strain, 
I hurled the fruit beyond the wall. 

The voice of God spoke in my heart, 
With power that wisdom did approve ; 

And though I felt an inward smart, 
I saw the bright dawn of His love. 



THE WHITE LADY OF BLEAZE HAL] 

OLD HUTTON. 

" What form is this in the moonlight, 
That ev'n so stoutly blocks my way ? 

A rival for my lady's hand, 

Whom full oft have I sought to slay." 

He said, and twanged his trusty bow, 
With fatal aim flew th' arrow keen : 

Th' air was rent by a woman's voice, 
Which changed his ire to woe, I ween* 

" With hasty steps he forward strode ;" 
And who could his deep sorrow tell, 

When th' aspect of a dying maid 
Did his worst fears confirm too well. 



THE WHITE LADY OF BLEAZE HALL. $t 

The maiden would her lover meet, 
In playful mood framed a surprise, 

And so assumed a martial dress, 
Ah, too complete was the disguise ! 

Vainly he chafed her lily hands, 

Vainly he stanched the crimson tide ; 

To heav'n appealing glance she gave, 
At home one kind look, and then died. 

Tho' his crime was by man condoned, 
Yet peace of mind he sought in vain ; 

On foreign shores he wandered far, 
Haunted by the dread curse of Cain. 

He strove in many a field of blood, 
But who could slay the soldier brave ? 

To his own land at last returned, 
To find at home a welcome grave. 

One eve he vanished from the grove, 

Where the maid and he full oft did stray ; 

They found at dawn his wasted corse 
Above the grave where she now lay. 

Yet still the ploughboy from the hall, 
Climbing the breezy hill ere dawn, 

In the twilight sees figure pale 
Gliding before him as a fawn. 

A weird sound, at times, fills the air ; 

Or light shines in the darkened hall, 
As lady's form, in dreamy guise, 

Ascends the stair with light footfall. 



52 A WISH. 

NOVEMBER. 

November's here with aspect drear, 
Sere leaves the woodland strow, 

Or the north wind with force unkind 
Does round our dwellings blow. 

The lofty trees, moved by the breeze, 
Their leafless branches swing ; 

Or the mute fowls, as heaven scowls, 
Shake cold drops from their wing. 

Blow, blow, thou wind, not more unkind 

Than heart of selfish man. 
Roar, swelling stream, more mild, I deem, 

Than a fell tyrant's ban. 

From eve to morn the poor and lorn 

In ragged garments starve, 
While their deep sigh, or bitter cry, 

May callous hearts unnerve. 

Yet as again the spring shall reign, 
Tho' tempests great may rage, 

So love of God shall spread abroad, 
Tho' men fierce contests wage. 

In season due, men of each hue, 
Shall brothers true combine ; 

Nor sceptic's sneer, nor wanton's leer, 
Mar human face divine. 



A WISH. 

Had I a home on yonder moor, 

Where yearly blooms the heather-bell, 

With grassy lawn before my door, 
And bubbling near a crystal well ; 
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Had I kine browsing on the lea, 

When summer flow'rs profusely blow, 

As gleams at eve the distant sea, 

And hills are steeped in sunset glow ; 

Then oh, how cheerful should I feel, 
As Maggie her bright needle plies. 

As from the belfry sounds a peal, 
And thro 1 the trees the Zephyr sighs ! 

For royal wealth I need not sue, 

Nor linger on ambition's stair, 
Nor e'er regard with kindling view 

The downy couch of millionaire. 

A nobler prize than th' Indies hold 
Well ma} r I cherish in my breast, — 

Wisdom that far excelleth gold, 
And only makes the owner blest. 



FAITHFUL. 

Oh, could I gaze upon your face, 

The hours should pass with gentle pace, 

Winter should seem to lose its frown, 
And light to break on mountain brown. 

Oh, could I gaze upon your face, 

The spring should move with queenlier grace, 
The birds more blithely sing their lay 

Beneath the sun's enlivening* ray. 

Oh, could I view your magic eye, 

Cloud scarce should veil my summer sky, 

More silvery the brooks should move, 
And every breeze whisper love. 



\ 
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If you were here, if you were here, 
Autumn more mellow should appear, 

Its fruits assume a richer glow, 

Where in profusion they should grow. 

Then oh ! return o'er the broad sea 
For home without you cannot be : 

The winter may discard its snow, 

The flowers of spring may cease to blow, 

The summer show'rs may fall in vain, 
And autumn fail to store its grain, 

Yet ne'er from you shall my heart move, 
But day by day more constant prove. 



THE MOVING PETITION OF BELO 
WATERFALL, OLD HUTTON. 

Oh, once beneath the leafy shade 

My limpid waters swiftly ran, 
While the bright sunbeams on them played, 

As only sunbeams can. 

But, crash ! the cruel woodman's axe 
Laid all my leafy guardians low ; 

Now suddenly my waters wax, 
Or glide with naked flow. 

Then give me back my former shade, 

My sylvan robes again renew ; 
And gleefully shall each fair maid 

Laugh in my waters' view. 

Ask maidens why they bracelets wear, 
And summer dresses rich assume ; 

Or why do roses deck their hair, 
Enriched with sweet perfume. 
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Then ask why I regret my shade, 

Where shepherds may recline at noon, 

All in the pride of May arrayed, 
Or fanned by breath of June. 



SILVER WEDDING. 
(January 4TH, 1892). 

Years twenty-five have come and gone, 
Since thou and I were made as one, 
Yet how soon they seem to have flown, 

My Annie ! 

The earth was then clad with dense snow, 
Dazzlingly pure was each hedgerow, 
Yet more pure was thy vow, I know, 

My Annie ! 

What can stay Time's ceaseless flight, 
With due exchange of day and night, 
Years vanished sped in shade and light, 

My Annie ! 

Hope shone at times with fitful ray, 
On what seemed promise for the day, 
Yet fortune smiled on new essay, 

My Annie ! 

Fell death has come on shadowy wing, 
And cropped our prime flow'r in her spring ; 
Ah, then, keen grief our hearts did wring, 

My Annie ! 

Had our child lived to see this day, 
She would have hailed it with heart gay, 
She loved thee more than tongue can say, 

My Annie ! 



56 MY ANNIE. 

Ev'n now methinks I see her smile, 
As we this day would fain beguile, 
With sober mirth and harmless wile, 

My Annie ! 

A faith divine illumes our way, 
Nor does that faith the heart betray, 
That longs for the Lamb's bridal day, 

My Annie ! 

Then they shall join in commune sweet, 
Whose ends shall the Lord's welcome greet J 
As they fall humbly at His feet, 

My Annie ! 



*> 



SACRED POEMS. 



N 



(59) 



TO THE MEMORY OF 
MARY CHARLOTTE LAURIE, 

Wife of Frederick Brooksbank Garnett,* C.B. 

Who entered into rest 23rd August, 1893. 

As sets the sun in the calm west, 

When a bright day has flown, 
So did thy loved form sink to rest ; 

And I remain alone. 

Yet He, who bids the morn arise, 

And sober eve decline, 
Shall reveal to our grateful eyes, 

What now we ne'er divine. 

But as the sunbeams are withdrawn ; 

While gilding peak and bay, 
They remind me of the happy dawn 

Of everlasting day. 

The sun that leaves our northern clime, 

On fairer fields may glow, 
So a good life's sunset in time 

Does glory bright foreshow. 



* Mrs. Garnett being a daughter of the late Col. John Laurie, 
Royal Artillery, was descended from the family ot Sir Robert 
Laurie, of Max well town (Bart. 1685), who was father of Annie 
Laurie, the heroine of the famous ballad written by Douglas of 
Fingland. Through her mother Susan, daughter of Captain Alex. 
Piliold, 67th (Hampshire) Regt., Mrs. Garnett was cousin of the 
poet Percy Bysshe Shelley. 



60 THE FALL OF ANCIENT EGYPT. 

Thy sun in Heav'n shall ne'er go down, 
Nor ev'n thy moon remove, 

For He who wore the thorny crown 
Shall be thy light above. 

Ah ! little know we what vast change 
Attends our fleeting breath, 

Nor what a liberty of range 
Awaits the soul in death. 



«1» 



THE FALL OF ANCIENT EGYPT, 

Arrayed for war the Egyptians stood, 
Facing foes in the field of blood, 
Foes, who like ocean's stormy wave, 
Full many a victim seemed to crave. 

And ere the conflict dire began, 
From rank to rank each ruler ran, 
Urging the warriors grim and tall, 
To guard against a craven fall. 

Changed was Egypt's late matchless might, 
As the Babylonians closed in fight, 
And their great lord with dauntless breast 
His whole soul to the task addressed. 

Necho's men of unbroken line 
Felt his puissant arm divine, 
And like sailors, tempest driven, 
Vainly appealed for aid to Heav'n. 

Defiance shone in the proud eye 
Of Babel's monarch, stern and high, 
As the Egyptians the strife renew, 
And for coy fortune's favour sue. 

* Isaiah, ix. chap., 20 verse. 
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Then all too late they frantic fly, 
Or on the ground, unshriven, lie, 
While foes, as eagles, dart afar, 
And urge the hot pursuit of war. 

A welcome night at last descends, 
And with dusk veil their flight befriends, 
Tho' sombre hue it well may wear, 
As cries of the wounded fill th' air. 

'Tis morn, the sun shines on the plain, 
Revealing many a hero slain, 
Who ev'n in death bore a stern mien, 
As witness of the contest keen. 

Thus Egypt's ancient kingdom fell. 
And joy was in the fane of Bal ; 
Yet who can her dark fate declare, 
Or sound the depths of her despair ! 



JOSEPH HOPE, HARRINGTON. 

In vain for us the spring its reign renews, 
And notes melodious fill the leafy grove ; 

Nature's fragrance only our cheek bedews, 
And her melody wounds our deepest love. 

A stranger fails to understand our pain, 

Nor can the voice of friendship soothe our grief; 

We " weep the more, because we weep in vain," 
A pow'r divine can only give relief. 

The cuckoo's voice proclaims returning spring, 
The trees their shade diffuse in ev'ry grove, 

The rose-bush o'er the graves blooms forth shall 
bring, 
But we shall miss a voice and smile of love. 



65t CARDINAL NEWMAN. 

Yet we hope to meet in higher clime, 

Where spring abides, and flow'rs unfading bloom, 
Where charity shall hold its course sublime, 

With life springing from th' ashes of the tomb. 



MR. W. H. WAKEFIELD. 

Again full many a sere and yellow leaf, 
Whirled by November's blasts, does round us fall, 
An emblem true of our existence brief, 
And of the sad fate that awaits us all. • 

But if death is sure, what eye may not weep, 
For him who was chivalrous, wise, benign, 
Who caused the heart forlorn with joy to leap, 
Who steered his course by truth's *' unerring line?" 

True, " in the midst of life we are in death," 
Yet who that knew him can think without tears, 
That in a moment he should yield his breath, 
In life's full vigour, scarce impaired by years? 

Ah ! thus it was, and we the losers are, 
Tho' we must bow unto the law divine, 
'Neath the horizon hath set a bright star, 
May his pure light still in memory shine ! 



CARDINAL NEWMAN. 

As in the maze of Transatlantic grove, 

Where trees majestic rear their aged form, 

Th' eagle may be seen flying far above, 
Teaching its young fearless to breast the storm 
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So seems Newman in his true course sublime ; 

By an inspiration to him given 
He lures our minds to thoughts transcending time. 

Infusing courage on our way to Heav'n. 

As Moses, too, on Nebo steep did stand, 

And view the pleasant land o'er Jordan clear, 

A sweet vision had he of happier land, 

Where blight and change no more shall e'er 
appear. 

Thus left he us, for whom the saints now weep, 
Whose true worth the day shall at length reveal, 

And as shadows deepen o'er mountains steep, 
Ev'n shadows deeper o'er our spirits steal. 



HANNAH HOPE, OLD HUTTON 

VICARAGE. 

The autumn winds are blowing thro' the trees, 
As the barns receive the rich, golden grain ; 

The redbreast's note is borne upon the breeze, 
While leaves are falling from the trees again. 

And thou hast faded ev'n in life's sweet morn, 
Ere thy sun its meridian course had made ; 

As a leaf that soon from its tree is torn, 
Where familiar aspens shiver in the shade* 

Some years for parental love thou wast given, 
Leading our thoughts thro' Christ to things 
above, 

Now thy spirit in the courts of Heaven 
Serves in a higher ministry of love. 



64 DR. HARVEY GOODWIN. 

Ah ! what is human life ? A morning dream, 
Or a bubble on "the brimming river " ? 

As on a mass of cloud a fitful gleam, 
Fleet ray of light that on wave does quiver. 

Can such love as ours thee to life restore, 
Or woo ev'n stern death to release his prey ? 

Oh, no ! but the grave shall ne'er triumph more, 
When Christ arrests the steps of foul decay. 

Then forms that long have mouldered in the dust. 
Shall wake to life, responsive to His call ; 

Men praising the God of love, wise and just, 
When Heav'n shall ope upon th' enraptured soul* 



DR. HARVEY GOODWIN, THE LATE 
BISHOP OF CARLISLE. 

If honest worth could ev'n now claim 

Exemption from the grave, 
Then, Goodwin, sure, thy noble name 

So high a boon might crave. 

And yet, thou didst not wholly die, 

Thy mem'ry shall be green, 
Tho' summer days may swiftly fly, 

With their emerald sheen. 

Tho' ruthless winter chill the shade, 
And storms o'er sere leaves rave, 

Yet thy example ne'er shall fade, 
But shall survive the grave. 

Oh ! may thy life of ceaseless toil 

Our sluggish willmspire 
With a zeal holy, that may foil 

All sloth, with issues dire. 



THE DUKE OF CLARENCE. 65 

Ev'n as Elisha, too, was blest ; 

Elijah from him ta'en, 
As by a mantle did him vest 

With pow'r, that did remain. 



THE DUKE OF CLARENCE. 

Britannia pale and forlorn weeps 

O'er her favourite son ; 
Who in the solemn vault now sleeps, 

His useful race soon run. 

Ah, little thought she, as the hour 

Of nuptial rite drew near, 
That in place of orange flower 

She should note cypress drear ! 

And who can weigh the load of grief, 

When came the issue grave, 
When learned skill brought no relief, 

A noble life to save ? 

But great as was the mother's woe, 

And stricken father's pain, 
Was lover's wound ; whose tears did flow 

Bitter as winter rain. 

He who allows the sparrow's fall, 

And shapes a nation's will, 
The schemes of men may well forestall ; 

His purpose ripens still. 

The thoughts of God go not with ours, 

His ways pass human ken ; 
But from His word, as gracious show'rs, 

Flows richest love to men. e 



66 H. H. 

" GOOD NIGHT." 

(The early Christians bade them who fell asleep in Jesus 

"good night") 

Good night, loved one, till a fair morn shall dawn, 
Bright with the promise of eternal day ; 

When we shall know even as we are known, 
And God Himself shall wipe all tears away. 

Good night, till earth assume her Eastern vest, 
And teeming life spring from the trodden sod ; 

When saints shall enter their appointed rest, 
And in flesh transfigured all see their God. 

Good night, till all earth's shadows flee away, 
And all the mists of doubt have been dissolved ; 

When goodness shall shine clearly as the day, 
And designs of Providence be evolved, 

Good night, till faith shall gain a higher sphere, 
And joyous hope emit a brighter beam ; 

When all the saints blended in love sincere, 
Shall Him adore, who did their souls redeem. 



H. H. 

'Twas not the tear at the moment shed, 

When the grave did ev'n close o'er her, 
But silent grief that ne'er has fled, 

That tells how keenly we deplore her ; 
A brooding grief that only pines, 

Unknown to the world around us ; 
As shades that deepen, when day declines. 

Till a denser gloom surround us. 




THE CLOSING YEAR. 6j 

Yet, 'mid our grief, we fondly hope, 

To see a fairer morrow, 
When glorious day shall on us ope 

Undimmed by earthly sorrow, 
When light of heav'n shall o'er us shine 

More sweetly than solar splendour, 
And joy that man can ne'er divine 

God in His love shall tender. 



THE CLOSING YEAR. 

Eighteen hundred and ninety one 

Ev'n now, forsooth, is almost gone, 

With its death-roll of noble men, 

Patriots by word, deed, and pen ; 

Of men, too, of inferior note, 

Who the steep heights of fame ne'er sought, 

But glided on their quiet way, 

Afar from cities busy, gay. 

Sadly on some falls Christmas-eve, 
Nor can fleeting time e'er retrieve 
Their loss, to strangers all unknown : 
Like stricken deer they bleed alone. 
And yet the sound of Christmas bell 
May well their secret grief dispel, 
Commingling with a holy strain, 
Bidding mourners from grief refrain. 

Oh, Thou great and kind Redeemer, 
Beyond thought of fondest dreamer, 
Joy Thou gavest, hid from man's eye, 
Till angels came from their home on high, 
At the time of Thy wondrous birth, 
And seemed to blend high Heaven with earth ; 
And shepherds listened, glad meanwhile, 
Then saw the angelic host defile. 



68 JOHN MORTON AND JOHN DIXON. 

O'er David's city shone a light 
Chasing the darkness of the night, 
An emblem true of millennial day, 
When truth shall shine with cloudless ray, 
When saints and angels shall combine 
In blended note of hymn divine ; 
Jubilant shall the earth be then, 
And heaven swell the grand amen. 



JOHN MORTON AND JOHN DIXON, 

LONGTOWN. 

Not once but twice death's arrow flew, 

And you who resided 
Long near each other, as friends true, 

Death has scarce divided. 

In faith and hope, tho' with soft tear, 

Upon your graves I place 
A wreath of verse, to such worth dear 

As time can ne'er efface. 

As sets the bright sun in the west, 

And calmness sweet ensues, 
While all God's creatures crave the rest. 

Which comes as evening dews ; 

So fade the good men from our sight, 
When their wise course is run, 

Tho' their mem'ry is as the light 
Above the setting sun. 

The kindly glance, the pleasant word, 

In our hearts live again, 
Tho' their spirits to Heav'n have soared, 

Whose bliss no sin can stain. 



ALFRED TENNYSON. 69 

Here human schemes too often fail, 

Here the pen, rusted, lies, 
But no foul blemish can assail 

All work beyond the skies. 

Then, dear companion of my youth, 

And friend oft tried, sincere, 
When all things are solved by the truth, 

May we in Heav'n appear. 



ALFRED TENNYSON. 

A mournful vision met my view ; 

The genius of the British race, 
In sable weeds, sat 'neath a yew, 

And thus her sorrow deep did trace : 

u Oh, Tennyson, my son, is dead, 

The bard whose fire drooped not with years ; 
With grief I well may bow my head, 

While both my cheeks are bathed with tears. 

41 Tho* nature may the spring renew. 

And summer flow'rs their bloom display, 
Yet he, who painted each fair hue, 

Beholds no more the light of day. 

u Him, who drew inspiration deep 
From lowly haunts of the obscure, 

Or castle strong, or baron's keep, 
The narrow tomb does now immure. 

" As silent lies my son and bard, 
. Stilled is full many a warbler's lay, 
And if the robin's note is heard, 
It is the prelude of decay. 



(75) 



TO MY MOTHER. 

(On her 87th Birthday, May 25th, 1893.) 

Could I renew the strains of Milton's lyre, 

Or pose sustain of Dryden's regal line, 

Such melody, tho' stately and divine, 

Should scarce express the strength of my desire ; — 

Tho* to no fonder wish would I aspire 

Than that, while thy life holds its dubious course, 

Blessings thou may'st receive from holy source, 

Bright with hope, and ever rising higher. 

Though full of years thou art, the raven hue 

That decked thy youthful head, does still remain ; 

Oh, may it be an earnest, rich and true, 

Of fadeless youth beyond this earth's domain ; 

Where time and change work not in obscure flight, 

Nor brooding shadows chase celestial light ! 



THE ROYAL MARRIAGE. 

A WESTMORLAND EPITHALAMIUM. 

Love appears not in cottage home alone, 
Nor lingers 'mid the haunts of lowly life ; 
For, sure, the sweet and gracious name of wife" 
Oft nestles 'neath the shadow of a throne. 
Nor richer gem on the British crown e'er shone 
Than our Queen's love for one now dead and gone; 
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76 JULY. 



j Thus may the Princess May and lover true 

Sustain the virtues of the royal home ; 

, And Albion's sons shall their wise actions view, 

As rich with promise for the years to come ; 
Nor shall the voice of slander e'er destroy 
True loyalty, the British patriot's joy. 



JUNE. 

I fail to sing of thee, thou lovely June, 
When from the south genial breezes blow, 
And glittering in the sun streamlets flow, 
And many a flower woos the eye at noon ; 
Rather should I my song to thee attune 
When nights linger and hidden is the moon. 
Then as the kettle sing its undertone, 
And the Christmas log crackles in the fire, 
And bitter blasts around our dwelling moan, 
Should I to the congenial task aspire 
Of dreaming of thy charms and praising thee ; 
As now my song lapses thro* ecstacy. 



JULY. 

Now June has fled with its ethereal glow, 
And July breezes round the flow* rets play, 
While cheerful toil beguiles the summer day 

In many a field, where waving harvests grow; 

The hawthorn bloom smiles not on the hedgerow, 
But, see, the lanes are gay with the woodbine, 
Which, like the graceful tendrils of the vine, 

Its spray doth twine, and fragrance sweet bestow. 



THE ROYAL MARRIAGE. 7^ 

Oh, could I but restrain the fleeting hours, 

How gladly would I check them in their flight ; 

Yet all the wealth of July's blooming flowers 
Can never gain a season of respite ; 

Tho* while the flowers their lovely hues display, 
We know full well the time of their decay. 



THE ROYAL MARRIAGE. 

JULY 6TH. 

There's as welcome news in yon town, 

As e'er the world heard at all, 
There is welcome news in yon town, 

That cheers the heart in cot or hall. 

Ye bells, ring out your merriest peal, 
As type of joy that never fails ; 

For, see, Prince George and his bride kneel 
Before the sacred altar rails. 

No fairer nymph e'er bowed her head 
Beneath the pastor's closing prayer ; 

Nor chivalry did ever shed 
Such honour on a Royal heir. 

Then, while full many a voice now blends 

In hymns, with hearty unison, 
May we note that the day befriends, 

" Blest is the bride the sun shines on !" 

From our dominions never yet 

The sun has e'er withdrawn his rays ; 

For if in our clime he does set, 
He smiles upon Australian bays. 



78 TO THE MAYOR AND MAYORESS OF KENDAL. 

Power that Rome did never know 
Each Briton inhales with his birth ; 

Which from the people's will does flow, 
And guard the greatest throne on earth. 

•Ye Britons, who such blessings share, 
Revere your Prince and lovely May ; 

Nor let disloyalty impair 
The union of hearts this day. 

The tidings flash from British shore 
To distant Ceylon's spicy grove ; 

The ocean let them travel o'er 

To the land where the Maoris rove. 

The tidings, Canada, proclaim, 

Thy loyal banner is unfurled ; 
Speed then, Melbourne, on wings of fame, 

Let their course close with the wide world. 



TO HIS WORSHIP THE MAYOR AND 
MAYORESS OF KENDAL. 

Bindloss, 'tis needless thy deeds to proclaim, 
Or ev'n thy civic virtues to declare ; 
They are witten in letters, large and fair, 
On th' illumined page of the book of fame ; 
And the common weal is their meed and aim. 
Nor in the future, shall their record fade, 
When honour meet shall to the good be paid, 
Pure gratitude shall triumph in thy name. 
As the broad walls of Troy in order rose 
Responsive to the charm of Apollo's lyre, 
So shall Kendal her stately hall disclose, 
Adorned as the skill of man can inspire. 
Yet shall all the wealth of mechanics' art 
Ne'er excel thy munificence of heart. 



TO IZAA^ WALTON. 79 

SANCTIFIED AFFLICTION. 

How sweetly smiles the dewdrop on the thorn, 

Fair as a gem upon a royal head, 
It draws its lustre from the light of morn, 

Which o'er the eastern hills is softly shed. 

So, too, the thorn of sorrow oft appears ; 

Tho', for a time, its keenness may oppress, 
Yet when God's light shines on the mourner's tears, 

It them transmutes into pure happiness. 



AUGUST. 

See, August comes with heavy laden wain, 
And far afield the reaper's ditty clear 
Drops fitfully on the listening ear, 
As here and there the mower's course is ta'en ; 
While the eye hails with joy the golden grain, 
Fostered by the sunshine and genial shower, 
And all that flows from Nature's ample dower, 
Shimmering in rich wavelets o'er the plain. 
Now the high hills have donned their purple bloom, 
Where the moor fowls on joyous wings arise, 
And the pheasant displays its royal plume, 
Such as once soared beneath more genial skies. 
Yea, mellow Autumn does such wealth combine, 
As alone can flow from a power Divine. 



TO IZAAK WALTON. 

As a fond look into a placid stream, 

When storm has ceased, and now the glorious 
sun, 

In a clear sky his wonted course doth run, 
So did my first dip in thy pages seem ; 
Unskilled in fisher's art I loved thy theme. 



80 ' VALETE. 

Long ere gentle Cowper or Wordsworth sung, 
Thy thoughts did sparkle in our English tongue, 

As a high wave shimmers 'neath the sunbeam. 

With thee conversing I stroll near the wave ; 
And as the zephyr softly stirs my hair, 

I recall the time when 'mid conflicts grave, 
Thou didst ply thy task in the summer air, 
And tho' gales of civic strife rage afar, 
Yet in thy own soul peace shone as a star. 



VALETE. 

THOMAS SNOW, LATE VICAR OF UNDERBARROW. 

Alas ! dear Snow is dead, whose genial soul, 
Was ever prompt to duty's welcome voice, 

Who with deep fervour often prayed for all, 
And whose virtue was his reward and choice. 

Where Westmeria's mountains grandest rise, 
Like Chaucer's pastor he redeemed his days ; 

Nor for rich sphere once sought with fawning eyes* 
The poor man's home was his solace and praise* 

No Nazarite more pure e'er yet adorned 
The Temple courts in Jewish church of old ; 

By ill advice was ne'er his mind suborned, 
To all delusive words his ear was cold. 

Thus, as Samson at his death thousands slew, 
And more than triumphed in his dying hour, 

So may other heroes his task renew, 
And speed the cause he loved with double power* 

Thus may intemperance, which, like a cloud, 
Casts its dark shadow o'er Britannia fair, 

Yield to virtue ; and men with grace endowed 
Shall no more the badge of slavery wear. 



VERSES WRITTEN IN A LADY'S ALBUM. 8l 

SEPTEMBER. 

O fair is nature in the month of May, 

Robed as a woodland nymph in vesture green, 

But fairer still is she in June's rare sheen, 

Rejoicing in the sun's unspotted ray, 

While July flowers make her aspect gay. 

Yea, lovely nature is a wondrous whole, 

Of which a power divine is the soul, 

Her strength renewing as day follows day. 

Nor in September is her beauty less, 

Tho* now we view it in a light subdued, 

The bride is as fair in her evening dress, 

As when, at morn, she near the altar stood, 

And tho' some flow'rs of spring no more appear, 

Yet Autumn's floral charms still linger near. 



A STORM IN AUTUMN 

The heaven was black, all nature seemed to frown, 
Flashes of lightning shot athwart the sky, 

And fierce wind with rain showered the foliage 
down, 
While to some shelter the scared kine did fly. 

But a gleam of sunshine burst from a cloud, 
The storm now fled as swiftly as it came, 
And tho' in th' east was heard the thunder loud, 
'Twas like a last charge on a field of fame. 



VERSES WRITTEN IN A LADY'S ALBUM. 

Thou bid'st me, May, to song aspire, 

And court the sacred Nine ; 
Nor can I dearer task desire 

Than this behest of thine. f 



#2 CROSBY GARRETT CHURCHYARD. 

Yet who can thy true worth disclose, 
Or thy coy charms declare ? 

Thou art more beauteous than the rose, 
With blushing petals rare. 

No chorister that woos the spring, 
When lanes are white with may, 

Can to our bosoms such joy bring 
As thy dear image gay. 

Then may misfortune ne'er becloud 

Thy genial prospects fair, 
Nor may thy youthful head be bowed 

Save in the act of prayer ! 

May He, Who does His grace renew, 
And calm the troubled breast, 

Cause thy sky to be often blue, 
And hush thy cares to rest ! 



REFLECTIONS IN CROSBY GARRETT 

CHURCHYARD, 

ON SEPTEMBER 3OTH. 

Oh, what a lovely landscape 

Here bursts upon the view, 
As yon stormy cloud does break, 

And solar rays peep thro* ! 

Ev'n far as the eye can see, 

Waves th' outline of Wild Boar, 

And Stainmore smiles on Crosby, 
And Crosby on Stainmore. 



OCTOBER. 83 

As I scan yon mountain fair 

I see the Romans form, 
Their ensigns streaming in th' air, 

And blending with the storm. 

But list ! the fierce war cries cease, 

And all the air is still ; 
And the messengers of peace 

Proclaim our God's goodwill. 

Then, Crosby, thy fane arose, 

Crowning this sacred height ; 
And warriors who once were foes 

Did in its courts unite. 

And tho' Saxon, Norman, Dane, 

All 'neath its shadows sleep, 
Yet still thy majestic fane 

Its vigil long does keep. 

And still shall it, as years roll, 

Draw the heart unshriven ; 
And while Sabbath bells shall toll, 

Its spire shall point to heaven. 

Nor shall its bells plead in vain, 

While priests devoutly pray, 
And song, that flows from lips fain, 

Prelude eternal lay. 



OCTOBER. 

October comes when at times th' air is still, 
Or breezes sweep the bosom of the lake. 
And the varied leaves of the woodland shake, 
Sowing them broadcast o'er the lawn or hill 
Ere the coming, e'en, of November chill. 



84 MADGE, TO HER DOG TIM. 

Haply the rainbow shows its magic form 
When morn appears, a presage of a storm, 
When swells with fury many a mountain rill. 
Now the trees assume their loveliest hue, 
Tho' days may shorten and the year grow old ; 
And tho* sombre be the unchanging yew, 
The mountain ash is like a cone of gold. 
Ah ! mournful sign ! too like the hectic glow, 
Which grave issue surely doth foreshadow. 



NOVEMBER. 

Now chill November's surly blasts do blow, 
Or mighty tempests o'er the landscape tear, 
While trees assume an aspect gaunt and bare, 
And withered leaves are drifting to and fro, 
As with fitful gleams Sol his disc doth show. 
Anon in deepening gloom falls the night, 
Without a single glimmering of light 
To aid belated wights, who homeward go. 

Yet, blow, blow, ye winds, lour, ye murky skies, 
And, all ye billows, heave with strident moan, 
Ye but fulfil a purpose ever wise, 
A purpose pure and changeless from God's throne ; 
For, while November reigns with gale and show'r, 
We hail afar the harvest's cheerful hour. 



MADGE, TO HER DOG TIM. 

Tim arise, let us have a run 

Straight o'er the fields and meadows gay ; 
The day is warm with yon bright sun, 

Then, Tim, awake, away, away ! 



DECEMBER. 85 

The ploughman his hard toil pursues, 
And cheers his labour with a song, 

While with light steps we brush the dews, 
The breeze shall bear flow'rs sweet along. 

We'll rouse the curlew on the hill, 
And partridge with its whirring wing ; 

I'll throw my staff with a sweet will, 

Which you will fetch with sudden spring. 

With timid glance the hare will race 
O'er the fields from sheltering whin, 

While with long steps you urge the chase, 
Ev'n gliding down the furzy linn. 

Then echo shall repeat my cry, 
While I your eager footsteps stay; 

And at my feet you'll panting lie, 
With traces, seldom, of a prey. 

I'll stroke your head with fond caress, 
My hand below your chin sloping, 

Then on my palm your nose you'll press, 
For another caress hoping. 

My faithful dog, hie on your way, 
Let us the morning breeze inhale, 

Your steps I'll follow with spirits gay, 
Thro' brook and copse, o'er hill and dale. 



DECEMBER. 

As moves an old man, leaning on his staff, 
December drags his weary length along, 
Without the solace of the spring's gay song, 
When the breezes blow, and the fountains laugh, 
Whose pure wave the traveller well may quaff. 



86 DECEMBER. 

Now th' eye of nature hollow is and blear, 

And her cheeks are soiled with the frigid tear, 
So that ruth may well weep in her behalf. 
Tho' feeble and old, traces may remain 

Of her former energy and power, 
When hawthorn blossom smiled in many a lane, 

And blushed the rose in the sylvan bower : — 
A happy omen, while the Yule logs blaze, 
Of th' earth's renewal in auspicious days. 
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ENIGMAS. 

( J ) 

When " sons of God " triumphant hailed the rise 
Of earth beneath and yon bright azure skies ; 
When in celestial strains at once they sung, 
And heav'n's wide concave loud responsive rung. 
My form appear'd ere yet the glorious plan 
Of nature's God was perfected in man. 
Such was my birth, — and shall I not declare 
With modest confidence my limbs were fair ? 
May I not boast, that ages gone were fir'd 
With growing love, as they my parts admir'd ? 
I may indeed ; for Greece extolled my name, 
And Rome imperial signaliz'd my fame : 
Enroll'd in bright, immortal rays I shine, 
Where every charm, where every praise is mine ; 
Nor has my splendid worth with age declin'd ; 
I still engage, I still can cheer mankind : 
With me you oft in softest pleasure rove, 
When scarce a murmur vibrates thro' the grove, 
My dulcet influence swells the am'rous chain, 
Or soothes to rest the love desponding swain ; 
Nay, such my secret soul-inspiring sway, 
That mighty rival powers my will obey : 
E'en hoary Neptune, born still to be free, 
Moves from his throne in compliment to me, 
But why these praises ? ah ! ye lovely fair, 
Of fond caressings such as mine beware ; 
Think not that constancy with me abides, 
Whose form is varying as the current glides : 
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90 PRIZE ENIGMAS. 

To day I bloom with youthful roses crown'd, 
And joy diffuse on ev'ry object round ; 
But soon, alas ! my charming features fade, 
I shun your view, I court the deep'ning shade. 
So fickle fortune smiles but to deceive, 
To frowns she changes and her vot'ries grieve ; 
Thus 'tis with me, thus 'tis with all below, 
From equinoctial plains to polar snow : 
But be it known, I silent meet my doom, 
Yet rise uninjur'd from the threat'ned tomb, 
Resume my dignity, and still aspire 
To catch the glow of pure celestial fire. 
So may you, ladies, ever good and wise, 
Obtain in heav'n an everlasting prize. 

Answer. — The Moon. 



(O 



Ye lovely nymphs, who court a splendid name, 
Charm of creation, candidates for fame, 
Your course began, as swift the current glides, 
As o'er the wave the stately vessel rides ; 
Alas ! how brief : behold yon setting sun 
Sheds forth his parting ray, and day is done. 
And am I too the creature of a day, 
Of fading lustre, as the flow'rs in May ? 
This may be true, yet I existence claim, 
Since life and motion into being came ; 
Confin'd to narrow bounds I swim the seas, 
Mount in the air, or rest on yonder trees ; 
Wherever man extends his wide command, 
Or feet of animals imprint the sand, 



PRIZE ENIGMAS. 91 

There I am known ; nay, leaving solid ground, 
I've sailed the mighty globe itself around. 
But why this roving ? wait on me at home, 
And scan the wonders of my princely dome ; 
Each plan how grand, each avenue how neat, 
With choicest order in each part complete ; 
Its very portals form'd with matchless skill, 
Move in accordance to my secret will ; 
A thousand ways traverse my rich domain, 
With graceful windings over hill and plain : 
You think me happy ; yet I'm bound to toil, 
Incessant rambling o'er my native soil ; 
And what is worse, by wakeful guards secur'd, 
I'm kept from view, in triple walls immur'd. 
Such is my state : and is there who would rise 
With reckless hand my palace to surprise ? 
He gains my freedom, I at once descend, 
But mark of him the ignominious end ! 
Now turn to Homer, see his heroes stand 
In blazen armour, on the Phrygian strand. 
Hear Agamemnon and Achilles raise 
My boasted merits to the height of praise, 
Observe the many Jove-descended kings 
In me exulting, till confusion springs, 
Till carnage spreading, awful fury storms, 
And I appear in my most dismal forms. 
Ah ! why that shudder — that convulsive sigh, 
That tear bedimm'd, that half averted eye ? 
Am I the cause ? the friendly bosom feels, 
And all its sympathies at once reveals ; 
Dismiss your groundless fear : to me you owe 
The fervent heart, the healthful ruddy glow ; 
With you I'm born and die, but cannot rise 
To gain in heav'n a blest immortal prize. 

Answer. — Blood. 



92 PRIZE ENIGMAS. 

(3) 

Well pleas'd the antiquarian turns his mind 
To trace the ancient records of mankind ; 
Hov'ring o'er Egypt's once distinguished shores, 
Where Memnon tun'd his lute, and Nilus roars, 
Aided by the distant, faintly-glimmering rays, 
His wand'ring fancy threads the dubious maze, 
Which leads from savages in mental gloom 
To far-famed Graecia, and enlighten'd Rome : 
Thus roves his fancy, thus, in thought profound, 
He silent muses, whilst we him surround. 
All pow'rful Time with sweeping scythe cuts down 
The sceptred monarch and his regal crown ; 
Prevails o'er men's stupendous works and toils, 
Smiling triumphant o'er the mighty spoils : 
Who has not heard of Babylonian towers, 
Of ancient Nineveh's extended powers, 
Of sea-girt Tyre, of lofty Phrygian Troy, 
Once Hector's confidence and Priam's joy, 
Or massy Thebes, the dread of former states, 
With thousands rushing from her hundred gates? 
But ah ! most humbling truth the mighty fall, 
And sink beneath the power that levels all ! 
Where now are these, with all their earthly fame ? 
In us they rest — the semblance of a name ; 
No more with martial front the foe they dare, 
To bear off victory, and laurels share. 
But what are we ? do we alone sustain 
The waste of ages, and immortal reign ? 
Increasing years, alas ! shall seal our doom, 
Blending our features in one common tomb : 
The high raised arch with hieroglyphics grac'd, 
The lengthen'd colonnade perhaps defac'd, 
Shall sink to mother earth no more to raise 
The art of sculpture to deserved praise. 



> 



PRIZE ENIGMAS. 9J 

And ye who now the pride of nations stand, 
Empowered to issue forth supreme command, 
Thou, London, with victorious sails unfurl'd, 
Justly accounted mistress of the world ; 
Thou, Paris, too, and all whose honours rise, 
With splendid buildings tow'ring to the skies, 
Boast not o'er us, — the ages nearer come, 
When of your greatness we shall see the sum, 
When fate, unbending fate, with stubborn oar, 
May bear your grandeur to some distant shore. 

Answer. — Ruins. 



(4) 



ask me not, I cannot now declare 
When first I breath'd the pure ethereal air ; 
Suffice to learn that long ago my name 
Rose in high repute and honest fame : 
Most commonly in better arts engaged, 

"I seldom life-destroying warfare waged ; 
But when oppression call'd me to the field, 

1 poised in self defence the bossy shield : 
Britannia's confines jaw my crimson'd car 
Wheeling impetuous mid the ranks of war ; 
While, arm'd by me, the bravest heroes fled, 
Or, on the gory plains of battle bled. 

But who is there devoid of ev'ry stain ? 
For such we wish, but ah ! we wish in vain : 
By me, 'tis said, that Hellas roused to arms, 
Forgot of peace the soul-engaging charms ;" 
That lofty Perganius, so famed of yore, 
Fell to the level of the Darden shore ; 
That Cyrus, c'all'd the great, O bitter doom, 
With tarnish'd honours sunk into the tomb. 
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But do I now these darker deeds approve ? 
Believe it not : — in different steps I move ; 
My faults recount — the good man will decide 
That oft my " failings lean to virtue's side," 
See yon area clothed in lucid green, 
With Flora's self presiding o'er the scene, 
There in a domicile of ancient form, 
Guiding the movements, I defy the storm, 
A num'rous progeny, beneath my care, 
Of my attention claim the greatest share ; 
By each esteem'd ; — a course of mutual acts 
Producing friendship, all as one compacts ; 
O pleasing station ! may it long endure, 
With all its soft endearments still secure ! 
Now comes the end — my lovely form behold, 
Adorn'd with gracefulness, with gems and gold ; 
In state exalted, high in rank I soar, 
The rank which erst my predecessors bore. 
Ladies of Britain ! let the heav'n-lit flame 
Of pure affection still remain the same ; 
A train of gen'rous deeds, borne on the tide 
Of flowing gratitude, shall be my pride, 
Directing efforts, sanctioned from above, 
Which tend to social order, peace, and love. 

Answer. — A (|ueen. 



(5) 

From time's hexameron my parents sprung, 
As Moses wrote, and ancients poets sung ; 
And in that envied sphere their station gain'd, 
Where health and happiness together reign'd; 
Pleased with their charge they felt a thrill of joy, 
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Repel the anxious cares which life alloy ; 
Their wonted haunts they sought at opening day, 
And hail'd with gladness each returning May. 
Rov'd where the willows green were seen to bloom, 
And Flora show'd her more attractive loom. 
As seasons roll'd oppressive times ensued, 
When men in human blood their hands imbrued ; 
From mad contention numerous ills arose, 
Which s weird the sombre list of earthly woes. 
Oh, sad defection ! yet with me were found 
The fairest pleasures which retirement crowned. 
With polish'd Greece I tun'd the vocal reeds ; 
I sported on the rich Arcadian meads ; 
On Roman plains I owned an honest fame, 
And heard great Virgil celebrate my name ; 
The captive Hebrews moved at my command, 
In quest of freedom in a foreign land ; 
I oft with skill impell'd the martial car, 
And mix'd with heroes on the fields of war ; 
Nay, when Gilboa witnessed Saul's defeat, 
To mount a throne I left my loved retreat. 
But what am 1 who thus my merits raise, 
And lengthen out the tedious theme of praise ? 
I'm known afar in many a varied clime, 
Dwell in the vales, and on the hills sublime; 
Indulgence kind my daily acts declare, 
1 guard the old, protect the young with care ; 
Provide a mansion for the wandering train, 
When Phoebus sinks beyond the distant main ; 
But ah ! the wintry tempests me oppress, 
And all the objects of my care distress. 
I've viewed, alas ! the harmless victim's blood, 
The rude assassin issue from the wood ; 
I've seen the ruthless monster seize his pre}', 
And bear the choicest of my hopes away ! 
One parting hint remains, ye bards of skill, 
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Who long have swayed the enigmatic quill, 
Behold me Heaven's important mission bear, 
And healing truths with pious lips declare ; 
To me attend ; for time is on the wing, 
And winter yields to fast returning spring. 

Answer. — A Shepherd. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS, &c. 

The Rev. Robert Dixon Hope has just published a neat little 
volume of poems, several of which are pleasant reading-. Some of 
them are in the Scottish and some in the Westmorland dialect. 
In his preface the author says, in conclusion, " My admiration of 
the genius of Burns has induced me to attempt some verses in the 
dialect which he employed and adorned, while my residence amid 
the beautiful scenery of Lakeland has led to other efforts in stan- 
dard English." Some of the " sketches " are humorous and 
others of them sentimental, but a bright moral pervades the whole. 
The little volume is nicely printed and neatly oound, and should 
find a ready circulation amongst Mr. Hope's friends. — The Kendal 
and County News. 



The poems written by the Rev. R. D. Hope, Vicar of Old Hutton, 
and published mostly in the Westmorland Gazette and other local 
newspapers, have been issued (T. Wilson, Kendal). In a preface 
the author draws a comparison between Horace and Burns, in- 
dicating the models which he has, to some extent, followed, and 
he adds that his admiration of the genius of Burns has induced him 
to attempt some verses in the dialect which that poet employed 
and adorned. We must add that Mr. Hope's efforts in the Scotch 
dialect are very successful. "The Snowdrop,'' which appeared 
in our columns, is full of tender grace and a genuine and very 
delicate feeling for nature. We doubt if the author has ever 
written a better poenn. There are a number of other pieces in the 
Scotch dialect, and between forty and fifty other poems, all dealing 
with homely and pastoral themes. . Kendal and " Merrie " Carlisle 
furnish inspiration for two poems, and the late Alderman Braith- 
waite and Mr. W. Mus^rove are subjects of memorial verses. A 
few pieces on religious subjects will be found at the end of the 
volume. Simplicity and sincerity —these strike us as being the 
most marked characteristics of the author's muse. Many of our 
readers would, we think, derive pleasure from Mr. Hope's little 
volume. — The Westmorland Gazette. 



If the Vicar has not the melody of Mr. Swinburne and Mr. Oscar 
Wilde, he has a sounder morality, and sentiments which are, on 
the wh >Ie, m jre respectable. Perhaps, however, the best substi- 
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tute for candour in this instance is quotation. These stanzas are 
from a poem er. titled Childhood .• — 

I remember, I remember, &c. 

By one of those singular coincidences of thought among- poets — 
so common in literary history — the late Tom Hood, a comic writer, 
has a poem beginning, " I remember, I remember." But Hood 
(even in his most comic moments) never equalled the pathos of the 
reference to the care employed by the elder brother. — The Scotsman. 



Sir Henry Ponsonby presents his compliments to the Rev. R. 
Dixon Hope, and is commanded by the Queen to thank Mr. Hope 
for his book of Poems. 

2nd August, 1889, 

Buckingham Palace. 



Aldsworth, Haslemere, 

Surrey, August 2nd, 1891. 

Lord Tennyson begs to thank Mr. Dixon Hope cordially for his 
letter and verses. 



Rev. and Dear Sir, 

I fear I am little worthy of the notice you have kindly taken of 
me, and have employed your poetical faculty to adorn ; but I am 
very sensible of your kindness and I beg you to accept my thanks. 

Yours very faithful, 
Aug. 21st, 1890. W. E. Gladstone. 



Printed byT. Wilson, Kendal. 
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